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EDITOR’S ‘PREFACE. 


THE publishers have divided this work of 
Froebel in order to bring it into volumes of 
convenient size. The edition of Wichard Lange 
and the former English translations have the 
form and style of a music book. In separating 
the contents for this division, the mottoes, com- 
mentaries, and mother communings have been 
placed in the first volume, which may be called 
the Mother’s volume. The songs and music are 
reserved for the present volume, which is the 
Children’s volume. What it contains is suitable 
for children’s ears and voices. 

' As already mentioned in the preface to the 
first volume, the illustrations are reproduced 
from the large and well-executed cuts of the 
Wichard Lange edition, long since out of print, 
and now very difficult to procure even from an . 
antiquarian bookstore. The pictures in that edi- 
tion are large enough (6 by 9 inches) to show 
the minute details. In order to preserve these 
details the publishers of the present edition 
(size of page 34 by 5 inches) have been at the 
pains of repeating and ees the parts of 
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certain of the pictures, making in some cases 
two or three new pictures, and bringing out 
what is obscure with greater distinctness than 
is found even in the Lange edition. Inasmucb 
as the children are expected to find all these par. 
ticulars in their study of the illustrations, and 
trace out the motives of the artist, this feature 
of the work will be appreciated by all kinder- 
gartners. 

The publishers have also enlarged the Lange 
pictures to four times the size of the original, and 
printed them on a series of charts for use in the 
kindergartens, furnishing them at a moderate 
price. 

The new music herewith offered will justify 
itself as a substitute for that which has been dis- 
carded. 

I have already stated in my preface to the 
former volume the reasons that have made it 
desirable to obtain new and more poetic transla- 
tions of these Froebelian songs. I have gone 
so far as to say that “ most of the literal imita- 
tions of Froebel’s poetry have contributed in ‘a 
greater or less degree to ruin the poetic sense of 
teachers and pupils.” I believe that I shall be 
sustained in this opinion by all kindergartners 
possessed of genuine poetic taste, but I think 
that the versions here offered will be found sure 
to commend themselves to all who have a “lit- 
erary conscience.” 


W. T. HaARRIs. 


Wasuineron, D. C, 


MISS BLOW’S PREFACE. 


THER poems in this volume are not literal 
translations of those in the original Mother Play, 
but attempts to cast Froebel’s ideas into truly 
poetic form. A few songs have been added, in 
order to develop the thoughts suggested in some 
of the more important plays, and a series of 
Wandering Games has been given to illustrate 
Froebel’s method of genetic evolution. A full 
account of the development of these games, un: 


der Froebel’s own guidance, will be found in the - 


Pedagogics of the Kindergarten, pages 247-254.* 

Since most of the melodies in the original 
Mother Play have been condemned by competent 
_ critics, new music is given in this volume, This 
music consists in part of melodies written by 
composers of acknowledged merit, and in part 
of selections from folk-songs. A few of the best 
melodies in the original Mother Play have been 
retained, and, finally, some of the music of Karl 
Reinecke has been used, 

Grateful acknowledgments are due to Miss 
Eleanor Smith, and to her publishers (Messrs, 
Milton Bradley and Thomas Charles), for per- 


* International Education Series, vol. xxx, 
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mission to use eight songs from Volume I and 
one song from Volume II of her Songs for Little 
Children. Miss Smith’s books contain songs on 
all the subjects omitted in this volume (Good 
Morning Songs, Weather Songs, Songs of the 
Seasons, Christmas, Easter, and Thanksgiving 
Songs, Flower Songs, Gift Songs, Patriotic Songs, 
etc.); and I earnestly hope that her interest in 
and generosity toward the Mother Play may in- 
crease the influence of her already well-known 
and popular collections. 

I desire also to express my sincere thanks to 
Mrs. Emily Huntington Miller for The Little 
Maiden and The Stars and The Farmyard, as 
well as for her kindness in adapting The Farm- 
yard, by Mrs. Follen; to Mrs. Eliot for The 
Cuckoo, Hide and Seek, and The Child’s Prayer; 
to Miss M. J. Garland for the poem and music of 
Play with the Limbs; to Miss Kate L. Brown for 
The Finger Piano, and for the use of The Little 
Plant; to Miss Emilie Poulsson for permission 
to use her poems Calling the Pigeons and The 
Weathervane; to Miss Elizabeth C. Le Bourgeois 
for the poem of The Light-Bird; to Miss Eleonore 
- Heerwart for the use of The Trees; to Mr. W. L. 
Tomlins for the use of Rippling, Purling Little 
River; to Oliver Ditson Co. for use of Butter- 
flies; and to Mr. Fred. Field Bullard for gener- 
ous help in the revision of music. 

The folk-songs* in this collection were se- 


* On pages 161, 162, 172, 174, 176, 186, 202, 204, 207, 209, 211, 
217, 228, 240, 243, and 268. Mr. Bullard also wrote the accom- 
paniments to the songs on pages 187, 188, 198, 236, 239, and 257. 
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lected and adapted to the poems by Miss Euphe- 
mia M. Parker, and were arranged for the piano- 
forte by Mr. Fred. Field Bullard. Of these songs 
Mr. George L. Osgood writes as follows: 


It is with genuine pleasure I have read the selection 
of folk-songs made by Miss Euphemia M: Parker and 
arranged by Mr. Fred. F. Bullard. These quaint old 
melodies, sprung from the heart of Nature herself, are 
especially appropriate to the child life of the Froebel 
verses. The selection shows rare taste and fine instinct, 
and the accompaniments the trained musician’s hand. 

GEORGE L. OsGoop. 

Boston, Mass., 1895. 


Miss Emilie Poulsson’s charming volume of 
Finger Plays is a valuable collateral to the 
Mother Play. I would call particular attention 
to The Little Men, The Little Plant, and A Little 
Boy’s Walk, as songs to be used in connection 
with The Greeting, Naming the Fingers, The 
Little Gardener, and The Pigeon House. 

Susan E. BLow. 

Cazenovia, N, Y. 
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PLAY WITH THE LIMBS. 


Up and down, and in and out, 
Toss the little limbs about; 
Kick the pretty dimpled feet— 
That’s the way to grow, my sweet! 
This way and that, 
With a pat-a-pat-pat, 
With one, two, three, 
For each little knee. 


By-and-bye, in work and play, 
They'll be busy all the day; 
Wading in the water clear, 
Running swift for mother dear. 

So this way and that, 

With a pat-a-pat-pat, 

And one, two, three, 

For each little knee. 

Emity Huntineron MILuer. 
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FALLING! FALLING! 


Down goes baby, 
Mother’s pet; 
Up comes baby, 
Laughing yet. 
Baby well may laugh at harm, 
While beneath is mother’s arm. 


Down goes baby, 
Without fear ; 
Up comes baby, 
Gaily here. 
All is joy for baby while 
In the light of mother’s smile. 


Emmiz Povutsson, 


THE WEATHER-VANE. 


WEATHERCOCK, what makes you go 
Round and round the whole day so ? 


’Tis the wind whirls me! 

’Tis the wind twirls me! 
So to all the world I show 
How the merry wind doth go. 


Pretty kite, what makes you fly, 
Up above the tree-tops high ? 


°Tis the wind lifts me! 

*Tis the wind drifts me! 
Tosses me in merry play, 
Here and there and every way. 


Windmill, high on yonder hill, 
What makes your sails go turning still ? 


’Tis the wind loves them! 

?Tis the wind moves them! 
Helps them turn the mill-stones round, 
So your meal and flour’s ground. 


The wind can do so many things, 

The airy sprite on viewless wings: 

It waves the flag, it bends the tree, 

It shakes our curls for you and me; 

And in our merry play we too, 

Show all the things the wind can do. 

Laura E, Ricwarps, 
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THE WEATHER-VANE. 


THIs way, that way, 
Turns the weather-vane; 
This way, that way, 
Turns and turns again. 
Turning, pointing, ever showing, 
How the merry wind is blowing. 
Emiuie Povzsson, 
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ALL GONE! 


ALL gone! the supper’s gone! 
White bread and milk so sweet, 
For baby dear to eat. 

All gone! the supper’s gone! 
Where did baby’s supper go ? 
Tongue, you had a share, I know, 
_ Little mouth, with open lips, 
Through your rosy gate it slips. 
Little throat, you know full well 
Where it went, if you would tell. 

Little hands, grow strong; 
Little legs, grow long; 
Little cheeks, grow red: 
You have all been fed. 


Emity Huntineton MILLER, 
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TASTE SONG. 


WHEN the red lips open wide, 

And you part the teeth inside, 
Then a tiny door you show, 

Where this little plum may go. 
Now the pink tongue comes in haste, 
All the pleasant juice to taste. 

Ah, ’tis very nice and sweet! 

Fruit like this is good to eat. 

Bid good-bye to juicy plum; 

Let the sour apple come— 

Take a dainty little bite 

From its cheek all red and white. 
What a funny face you make! 
How your little head you shake! 

In your look I see confessed 

That you like the sweet things best. 


Now the bitter almond try, 

Brown its shell, and hard and dry; 
Yet within, a kernel white 

Shyly hides away from sight. 

Yes, it draws the mouth a bit, 

But it’s wholesome, every whit. 
Many bitter things you'll meet: 
Time, perhaps, will make them sweet. 


All the fruits and nuts, in turn, 
Teach a lesson you may learn. 
If a thing is ripe all through, 
Then ’tis very good for you; 
But to eat the unripe things, 
Sharpest pain and trouble brings; 
Though they look so fresh and fair, 
Danger, dear, is hiding there. 
Nora ARCHIBALD SMITH. 
14 


FLOWER SONG. 


SMELL the flower, my child, and see 
What its perfume tells to thee. 

In its cup, so small and bright, 
Safely hidden from our sight, 
There an angel-spirit dwells, 

And its message sweetly tells. 


“FWrom my tender resting-place, 
Little one with happy face, 
I am talking to thee, dear, 
Though no voice my child may hear; 
But my perfume sweet will tell, 
Little friend, I love thee well.” 
Kare L, Brown, 
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TICK! TACK! 


Swine, swong! this is the way 
Goes the pendulum night and day. 
“Tick! tock! tick! tock!” 

Never resting, says the clock. 
“Time for work and time for fun, 
Time to sleep when day is done. 

Tick! tock!” Hear the clock! 

“Time to rest each little head ; 

Time the children were in bed.” 


Swing, swong! sure and slow 
Goes the pendulum to and fro. 
“Tick! tock! tick! tock!” 
- In the morning says the clock. 

“Time to wake from slumber sweet, 

Time to wash and time to eat. 

Tick! tock!” Hear the clock, 
“ Tick, tack, tock!” it cries, 
“ Children, it is time to rise!” 
Euity Hunrineton MILLER. 
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Lik, Tak! 
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quer 5 
Denn es gehet Sdlag bet Schlag, 
QImmer tic und tmmer tad, 
Tic, tack; tid tad.— 

Ubr, mad)’ mir nur ja fein Letd, 
Seig? mir immer ridt ge Beit: 
Bum Gfjen, jum Salaren, jum 

Bettvertreth, 
Bum Wafchen urd Baden ben gan- 
gen Leth 5 
Denn mein Hergchen will ftets retn, 
Mill gefund und thatig fetn. 
Yermajen, geh’ prum Sdlag bet 


blag, 
Smmmer ticf und immer tad, 
Tic, tak; tad. 


MOWING GRASS. 


PETER, Peter, quickly go 

To the field the grass to mow; 
Juicy grass, and hay so sweet, 
Bring them for the cow to eat. 
Lina, Lina, milk the cow; 

Good milk she will give us now. 
Milk to drink, with rolls or bread, 
Thus we little ones are fed. 


Let us thank our friends, each one: 
Peter, for the mowing done, 
Lina, for the milking, too, 
And for milk, good cow, thank you. 
Thanks to all are gladly said: 
Baker, thank you for the bread. 
Thanks dear mother shall not miss, 
Given with a loving kiss. 

Emitiz Povuxsson, 


Grasmaben. 


¥ Peter! gehe auf dte Wiefe, 
2A Mahe janet dad Gras, das flife 3 
2%| Pie heim das gute Futter, 
x Hiir dte Kith’ su Neild) und Butter. f] 
| Abas ! tid dte Rith? als- 
Ye aloe, 
| Bring? die Mild) ohn’ Muf- 
meet enthalte ; 
BA Kuh mug ja dte Mild uns retdhen 
Bu den guten Semmelbreiden, 
DaK das Kindder ftdy redjt labe, 
An fo vieler wilgen Gabe.— 
Peter! gehe auf die Wiefe, i 
Mahe {nell bas Gras, das fife. | 
Dante Dir dann fiir Dein Maher, 
Und ber Rub fiir 3 Dtildher- 


= geben 5 é 
i Dann der Lendhen fiir bas Milde 
en, 

eo Mud es BHacder fiir’s Semmel- 


pen, 
@ |} Unb der Mutter fiir ben Bret, 
Kf) Daf fein Dank vergeffen fet. 
Lars 


THE RHYME OF THE BOWL OF MILK, 


Ou, here is the milk, so sweet and white, 
All ready for dear little baby! 


This is the mother, who with delight 
Poured into the bow] the milk so white, 
All ready for dear little baby! 


This is the milkmaid, who worked with a will 
Her pail with the cow’s good milk to fill, 
To take to the mother, who with delight 
Poured into the bowl the milk so white, 

All ready for dear little baby! 


This is the cow that gave milk each day 
To Molly the milkmaid, who worked with a will 
Her pail with the cow’s good milk to fill, 
To take to the mother, who with delight 
Poured into thé bowl the milk so white, 
All ready for dear little baby! 


This is the dry and sweet-smelling hay : 
That was fed to the cow that gave milk each day 
To Molly, the milkmaid, who worked with a will 
Her pail with the cow’s good milk to fill, 
To take to the mother, who with delight 
Poured into the bowl the milk so white, 

All ready for dear little baby! 
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This is the grass—(in the field it grew, 
Helped by the sunshine, and rain, and dew)— 
The grass that was dried into sweet-smelling hay, 
And fed to the cow that gave milk each day 
To Molly, the milkmaid, who worked with a will 
Her pail with the cow’s good milk to fill, 
To take to the mother, who with delight 
Poured into the bowl the milk so white, 

All ready for dear little baby! 


This is the mower, who worked at the farm, 
Swinging the scythe with his strong right arm, 
Mowing the fields of grass that grew, 
Helped by the sunshine, and rain, and dew— 
The grass that was dried into sweet-smelling hay. 
And fed to the cow that gave milk each day 
To Molly, the milkmaid, who worked with a will 
Her pail with the cow’s good milk to fill, 
To take to the mother, who with delight 
Poured into the bowl the milk so white, 

All ready for dear little baby! 


Emme Povusson. 
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BECKONING THE CHICKENS, 


Tiny fingers in a row, 
Beckon to the chickens—so. 
Downy little chickens dear, 
Fingers say, “Come here! come here!” 
Chick! chick! chick! chick! 
Fingers say, “Come here! come here!” 
Pretty chickens, soft and small, 
Do not fear—we love you all! 
Eminy Huntineton MILLER. 


Sibnucdhenwinfen. 


ys Wink den Hibnden, bag fieforn- J 
7) men, 
Sag’: Shr fetd mir {don will- 


fommen.” 
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TdubHhenwinken. 


ALprd 
Die Taubden *) wollen yum Rind- (2 : 
den fommen ; 
Wink’ thnen und fag’: ,,Setd (hin 
mit wilfommen.” 


*) Biglein. 


BECKONING THE PIGKONS, 


Cau the pigeons, baby dear— 
Beckon them to you; 
Hear them answer lovingly, 
Coo-00! coo-00! coo! 
Erin Povunsson, 


BRCKONING THE PIGHONS, 


Srr the pretty pigeons, coming, love, to meet 
you! 

Little dimpled hand, can you learn to say, “I 
greet you P” 

Bend the rosy fingers, wave them to and fro: 

Pigeons, pretty pigeons, baby greets you so, 


Smooth your shining feathers, spread your glossy 
wings; 
Baby loves to see you, gentle, fearless things. 
Here is grain to feed you, but, before you fly, 
Pigeons, pretty pigeons, baby says “ Good-bye!” 
Eaauy Hunvineron Minirr. 
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THE FISH IN THE BROOK. 


MERRY little fishes, 
In the brook at play, 
Floating in the shallows, 
Darting swift away. 
“Happy little fishes, come and play with me!” 
“No, O no!” the fishes say, “that can never be!” 


Pretty bodies curving, 
Bending like a bow, 
Through the clear, bright water, 
See them swiftly go. 
“Happy little fishes, may we play with you ?” 
“No, O no!” the fishes say, “that would never 


do!” 
Emity Huntineton MILLER, 
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‘Die Fifeh lein. 


Luftig im Haren Badhletn 

Spielen die Hetnen Fifhlein : 

Sie fdwimmen darinnen immer 
berum, 

Bald find fle g’rab, und bald find 
fte frumm. 


THE TARGET. 


ONE piece this way, 
And one piece that, 
And a smooth little board 
That is round and flat. 
Drive in a peg 
That will hold them well, 
_And here is a target, 
Ready to sell! 
“What costs it?” “Three halfpennies,” 
“That is too dear ; 
Only two halfpennies 
Have I here.” 
“Three halfpennies is just enough— 
One for the work and two for the stuff. 
Three halfpennies the buyer must pay; 
Who can not pay it must run away.” 
Emity Hunrineron MiLueEr. 
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PAT-A-CAKKE,. 


ComE, my baby, you shall make 
Mother dear a little cake. 

Roll it this way, roll it that, 

Pat the cake all smooth and flat; 
Mark it there, and mark it here— 
There’s a cake for mother dear. 


Baker, is your oven hot ? 
Bake my cake, but burn it not. 
Here’s the oven, hot and ready, 
Toss the cake in, straight and steady. 
Bake it brown, and bring it here, 
Baby’s cake for mother dear. 

Emity Huntineton MILLER, 


Patidhe Ku chen, 

F Kindden! wollen es verfuden, 
Uns ju baden einen Ruden: 
Patihhe, patfd’ den Kuden glatt, 
Der Bader fagt: ,Nun tft es fatt ; 


j} Bringt mir dod) den Kuden bald, 


Sonft wird fa der Ofen falt.“— 
on Dicker | Hier ift mein Kudjen fetn, 


|| Baa thn ahon fiir mein Rindden tet. 
|] Bald foll ber Kudyen gebaden fetn, 


Lief in den Ofen {dich ich thn etn.” 
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THE NEST. 


HERz’s a pretty cradle nest, 
Snug, and warm, and round; 
Cuddled in the downy bed, 
Little nestling birds we found. 
“Stay! stay!” the birdies say, 
“ Mother, do not fly away!” 
“ Dear, so dear, never fear! 
Mother waits and watches near.” 
Peep! peep! Dear, so dear, 
Hush, my babies, do not fear!” 
Emity Huntineton MILiEr,. 
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Bogelneft. 


% Sn dte Hecke, auf dte Aeftchen 
Baut der Vogel fic) etn Xeltden 5 
Legt htnetn zwet Cterletn, 

Britet praus gwet Vogeletn 5 
Rufen dre Mutter: ,, Pip, pip, pip! 
9 WPhitterdhen, Du bift uns lteb |“ 


ree 


——<———— 


SSG 


saqes 
5 

or) 

aSS= 


“is 


COLCL 


(a Sere 
5 Ge ae 


COO £ 


Tee 


RAS = 4 
He Ler AD) 
Za WW 


Sea 


= 


( 


v 
y 
F 
Mi \t 
¥ 


SSE 
DRE z 


—S7i 
ey. 


BS 


oS 


— 


oa 


el it 


lin 


A 


aaa Ns) 


wile : 
is ie Z 2 
3 z z Aa : 
f bude pie , 
ee ye hula y 5 =< 
ZA Wry a) 7 
‘i Aw INN 
Sx We ie = 


Zh 


THE FLOWER-BASKET. 


WEAVE the little basket, fill it up with posies, 
Roses from the garden, blossoms from the wood. 
With our birthday wishes, with our songs and 
kisses, 
Bring it to the father, dear and kind and good. 
With smiles and with singing 
Our gift we are bringing, 
But love is the treasure 
We give without measure. 


Euity Huntineton MILurr. 
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Bliimden wolln wir dari 
tragen, , 

Werden drob fldy nidt bee & 
Tagen, 

Wollen fie dem Vater bringen, of 

hm ein Lietdhen dazu fingen: & 

La, Ia; fa, la; tieb Bliimes “ay 
ein, B 

Sollt nun bet dem Pater eg 


ein 5 oes 
La, Ia; Ia,Ta; fa, la; ta, 1a. pos 


THE PIGEON-HOUSE. 


OH, see my pigeon-house so high! 
Come, my pretty pigeons, haste to fly! 
To pleasant fields they swiftly go, 
So busy gleaning to and fro, 
And when they come back to rest at night, 
Again I close my pigeon-house tight. 


Here, in the home so snug and warm, 
Live the little children safe from harm. 

They pass the day in merry play, 

Through woods and meadows green they stray, 
But when they come back at night to rest, 
Father and mother and home are best. 


When evening shadows slowly creep, 
Softly coo the pigeons, nestling to sleep. 
The gentle mother, wise and dear, 
Her happy children gathers near, 
And sings to the baby on her breast, 
“The world is pleasant, but home is best.” 
Emity Huntineton Mitier,; 
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Das Taubenhaus. 
Sch Hffne jest meit Tauben- 
4 haus, 

» Die Taubden fliegen froh 
hinaus ; 

Ste fliegen bin auf 's griine 
Feld, 

Ws ihnen gar gu wohl 
gefallt. 

Dod tehr'n fte heim zu guter 
Rub, 

So fcdltes’ td) wieder metn 


Hausdhen gu. 


NAMING THE FINGERS. 


Tus is little Tommy Thumb, 

Round and smooth as any plum, 

This is busy Peter Pointer ; 

Surely he’s a double-jointer. 

This is mighty Toby Tall; 

_ He’s the biggest one of all. 
This is dainty Reuben Ring ; 

He’s too fine for anything. 

And this little wee one, maybe, 

Is the pretty Finger-baby. 

All the five we’ve counted now, 

Busy fingers in a row. 

Every finger knows the way 

How to work and how to play; 

Yet together work they best, 

Each one helping all the rest. 


Laura E. RIcHArpDs. 
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Das Daumehen ein 
Pflaumeyen. 


Dies ift das runde Daumeadyen, 
Gs fteht aus wie Pflaumdjen. 
Dieh Fingerchen gerade zeigt, 
Dod aber andy gar fain fic neigt, 
DteB Fingerdhen dad grifte ift, 
Obgleid es nur zu mittelfe if. 
Dies Bingerchen tragt’s Rin- 
gelein, 
Drum ift es aud wte Gold fo 
tetn. 


i Dies A Lae bas Eleinfte WS U 


we) ut, 
Die Fingerzabl gar fetn befthliest. 


4 Und wie verfchieden nun aud ihre Sr 


Gaben find, 


) So find fie etnig dod) beifammen, “ 


Tiebes Rind. 
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THE GREETING. 


Now see them here, 
These friends so dear, 

As they together meet; 
With bows polite, 

And faces bright, 

Each other they will greet: 
“Oh, how do you do ? 
And how do you do? 

And how do you do again ? » 
And how do you do ? 

And how do you do ?” 

Say all these children ten. 

Emiuiz Poutsson. 
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Daumedhen, neig’ dich. 
Du Dadumehen neig? did, 
Du Seiger {tre did, 

Du Mrittler bud? vic, 
Du Goldner heb? did, 
Du Kleiner dud?’ did, 
Sa, ja! flige did. 
Shr Ulle miget urd) ster- 
lidhes Benger, ( 
Gud) freundlid) des Grufes ; 
bre begeigen. 
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THE FAMILY. 


Tuis is the loving mother, 
Always good and dear; 
This is the busy father, 
Brave and full of cheer; 
This is the merry brother, 
Grown so strong and tall; 
This is the gentle sister, 
This the baby small; 
And here they all together meet, 
This whole glad family complete. 


Eminiz Pounssoy, 
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Das ift die Grofmama, 

Das iftder Groppapa, 

Das ift der Vater, 

Das ift die Mutter, { 
Das it’s Heine Rint den fa; 
Sebt die ganze Fa milte da. 


Das ift dte Mutter, lieb und gut; 
Das iftder Vater mitfrohem Muth; 
4 Das ijt der Bruder, fang und QroBs 
A Das ift dte Sdywefter, mrt Piipp- 
fe den im Sdoob; 
Und def ift das Kindden, nod) 
Tein und 3art, 
Und dieg die Familie von guter Art, 
Die mit finn ger,etntradtiger Kraft 
Das Rechte und Gute in Freuden 


53- 


THE FAMILY. 


This is the mother, so busy at home, 
Who loves her dear children, whatever may 
come. 


This is the father, so brave and so strong, 
Who works for his family all the day long. 


This is the brother, who'll soon be a man ; 
He helps his good mother as much as he can. 


This is the sister, so gentle and mild, 
Who plays that the dolly is her little child. 


This is the baby, all dimpled and sweet; 
How soft his wee hands and his chubby pink feet! 


Father, and mother, and children so dear, 
Together you see them, one family here. 
EmiLte Povunssox. 
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NUMBERING THE FINGERS. 


THE thumb is one, 
The pointer two, 
The middle finger three! 
Ring finger four, 
Little finger five, 
And that is all, you see. 


Now we have put them all to bed, 
A quiet sleep to take, 

And softly sing a lullaby, 
Lest they too early wake. 


Lullaby, lullaby, lullaby, 

All hushed and still the birdies sit 
Upon the branches high. 

The flow’rets hang their pretty heads, 
The wind sings lullaby, 
Lullaby, lullaby, lullaby. 


HEMILIE PouLsson- 
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Bein Daumeayen fag’ icky Cind. 


x 7) < =, 
ISP BER 
FEE ALEROER, Beim Daum hen fag’ ish Eins, 

SW New Beim Zeigefinger: Bwet, 

“ Heim Mittelfinger: Dret, 

! Heim Ringfinger: Bter, 
TIA Beim Heinen Finger Sinf ih fagee 
oe sted Hab’ in 3 Bettden all gelegt, 

oR Sdhlafen, tetnes fid) mehr regt 5 

eS Still, das teins gu friih erwade. 
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THE FINGER PIANO, 


LIsTEN, children dear, 

The lovely music hear ; 

Little fingers downward go— 

Hark! the answer, sweet and low: 
La! la! la! ete. 


Rippling, sparkling in the sun, 
See the laughing brooklets run. 
Tell us, brooklet, in your play, 
Tell the song you sing to-day. 
Up and down the fingers go, 
Brooklets singing as they flow. 


Now the merry lark on high 
Carols sweetly from the sky; 
Wide he spreads his fluttering wings, 
Showering gladness as he sings. 
Up and down the fingers go; 
Tis the lark’s song here below. 


Thus the hand, so small a thing, 
Still may sweetest music bring. 
Fingers, you must move along, 
You may help to make the song. 

Up and down the fingers go, 

Waken, music, sweet and low! 

Kate L. Brown. 
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FroHlich (pielt mein ind allein, 
Singt ihm dod ein Ledchen fein. 
x 
Bie die eeedtelns ele ethitgt, 
Gite 2 (Firte Minced {doing ; 

So bas Fingerforel fich reat, 
aenn Seek on Hery Cae 
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Riedden dazu. 


Sinnig fpielt mein Hers in Rub, Ginger geben auf und ab, h 

Singt ibm voc ein ied vayu. Bald in Sdritt und bald | 
: in Drab, 

Meines Rindcens Fingerlein Sn 

Sinb nod fawad) und find nod Hein; oo BEN TA 

Denndd, fort ! {don fpiett ce (Sn, = 

shogin wit nae Shiet eroahn. 


HAPPY BROTHERS AND SISTERS, 


Five brothers and sisters, 
Busy all the day; 

Light goes, night comes, 
Sleepy now are they. 


Say the prayer softly, 
Close the tired eyes: 

“ May our heavenly Father 
Watch us till we rise!” 


Happy, happy children, 
Fast asleep are you. 

Drop the head! go to bed! 
We are sleepy too! 


Laura EK, RicHARDs, 


CHILD’S PRAYER, 


HEAVENLY Father, day is done, 
And the quiet night begun ; 

Thou hast kept me through the day, 
Keep me through the night, I pray. 


And, dear Father, while I share 
In thy tender love and care, 
Help me every day to be 

An obedient child to thee. 


Henrietta R. Exior.* 


* The following lines are suggested by Mrs. Eliot as an alter- 
native to first stanza of this poem: 
Now I lay me down to sleep: 
Heavenly Father, wilt thou keep 
Me and those I love all night, 
For with thee ’tis always light. 
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Die Gefhwifter ohne Harm. 


Sieh hier dte Gefdwifter ohne Harm, 
Sie finten einander fanft Arm in Wrm; 
Sind mitde yon bes Tags Gefdafte, 
Und wollen fammeln neue RKrafte. 
Dod) ehe fle nun {dlafen ein, 
\ » Shr Leben fte befehlen fein, 
Dem Lebensgeber gany allein, 
N Der Vater thnen und Sdyus mig? fetn ; 
Dann faHlafen fle cin tn quter Nuh. 
Der flir alle wadt, 
Hat nun auf fie WAdht, 
SAHhliet ihnen dann fanft dte Aeugtetse 
: guy 
Nun, Kindden Du mein, etn Gleiches 
aud) thu, 
Und fdlafe, (hlafe in fiifer Rus. 


THE CHILDREN ON THE TOWER. 


Two hands and eight little fingers, 
And two little Grandmothers Thumb. 

Tis long since they met, but they never forget, 

_ So a-visiting now they come. 

“ How do you do ?” and “ How do you do?” 
With nods and bows they say. 

“How do you do?” and “How do you do? 
And what is the news to-day ?” 

‘They tell of their making baskets ; 
They tell of eggs in the nest; 

‘They tell the loves of the soft white doves 
That flutter and sink to rest; 

‘They tell of the little fishes 
That wriggle their little tails; 

‘They tell of the baker, the pat-a-cake maker, 
Whose kindness never fails; 

‘They tell of the vane on the steeple, 
How this way and that it goes; 

Of Peter the mower, who hour by hour, 
The grass and the clover-top mows. 
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Gay Die Finger fagen: Wuf den 
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Ri Da {iPS fo fin, fo fchin, fo 
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Die Daumden fagen: Wir blet- F 
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“But all the stories are told now, 
And what, oh, what shall we do ?” 
“We'll climb the tower this very hour, 
And there admire the view.” 
Thus cry the children gladly, 
But each little Grandmother Thumb, 
She courtesys so, and she says “No! no! 
I will not, will not come! 
We'll go to church together, 
As good little grandmothers do, 
And there we’ll wait—but don’t be late !— 
Yes, there we’ll wait for you. 
And while in church we’re waiting, 
A little prayer we'll say, 
And thanks we’ll give for the days we live, 
And thanks for the children gay.” 
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The children climb the tower, 
And up and up they go; 
Like fairies small look one and all, 
Still mounting in a row. 
Now higher still, and higher, 
With never a fear of a fall, 
Till one he stumbles, and one he tumbles, 
And down come toppling all! 
And down comes the tower itself, too, 
On top of the church—ah me! 
Oh, what a smashing! oh, what a crashing! 
And where can the children be ? 
See! creeping out from the ruins 
By ones and twos they come; 
And, deary me! at last we see 
Each good little Grandmother Thumb, - 
“Oh, bless us now!” and, “Oh, kiss us now!” 
And, “ Listen, my dears, to me: 
Another day, whatever you say, 
More careful we all must be!” 
Lavra H, Ricwarps, 
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THE CHILD AND THE MOON. 


SEE the moon, baby, 
Riding so high! 

Will it come, maybe, 
Down from the sky ? 

“ Moon, come and play now, 
Pray you, with me!” 

“Nay, my dear, nay, now— 
That can not be. 

In my blue home here 
Always I stay; 

Yet while I roam here, 
Dear, we can play. 

Silver beams gliding 
Down to your feet, 

Seeking and hiding, 
Play with you, sweet! 

E’en when above you 
Clouds hide my face, 

Still I will love you, 
There in my place. 

When the clouds fleeting 
Leave my sky clear, 

Bright shines my greeting, 
Loving and dear. 

If your part you'll do, 
{ will do mine; 

Yours, to be good and true; 
Mine, just to shine! ” 

Laura E, Ricwarps. 
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Das Kind und ber Mtond. 


Komm, Kindden, [Hau den Mond, 
Der dort am Himmel wobhnt. 
»Romm, Mond, fomm dod) gee 


ytd 
Al Hterber 3um lieben Kind!” 
» Wohl Fam’ id) su Dir gern, 
Dod) wohn? td ee gu fern, 
Rann aus dem blauen Haus 
Hier oben ntdht heraus, 
y| Weil id) fann fommen nidt, 
Send’ id) mein belles Licht 5 
Um 3 Kindden 3u erfreun, 
Sdhie? ih dem mifoen Sdein 5 
Und bin id audy nidt nab, 
Bin id in Lieb? dod da. 
Set, Kindden, nur redt fromm, 
{ Bon ett iu eres ae F 
Und freunoft dann fdjice 
r = f 


Dir meine Ltebesblice 5 


: SSS =a//4|.' $ir gritfen uns dann betde, 
SS Gemeinjam uns zur Freude.” 
4 Leb’ wohl, feb? wohl! mein Mond 
Mit Liebe, Liebe Vohnt.” 


THE CHILD AND THE MOON. 


“ BRIGHT, round moon in the starry sky, 
Sailing above the steeple high, 
I am so glad your face to see, 
Come from your far-off place to me!” 


“ Dear little child, if I come to thee, 
Who will shine for the ships at sea ? 
And how will the traveller find his way, 
Unless in my far-off place I stay ?” 


“ Bright, round moon, you may shine for all, 
Sailing above the steeple tall. 
Thanks I give for your friendly light, 
Beautiful moon! Good-bye! good-night!” 


Emity Hunrineton MILurr. 


THE LITTLE BOY AND THE MOON. 


PRETTY moon, your face I see 

Just above the garden tree. 

Are you smiling now for me ?— 
Moon so brightly smiling! 


Yellow moon, so bright, so near, 

In the sky so soft and clear, 

I can almost reach you here— 
Moon so softly shining! 


Bring the ladder strong and new, 
Now I know what I will do: 
I will climb and sail with you— 
Moon so slowly sailing! 
Emity Huntineton MILLER. 
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THE LITTLE MAIDEN AND THE STARS, 


Now the stars begin to peep 
In the sky, so pure and bright ; 
Baby soon must go to sleep— 
She must bid the stars good-night. 
Little feet are tired of play ; 
Come, my darling, come away! 


“See the mother-star, so dear! 
With her little children small! 
And the father watching near— 
Pretty stars, I love you all! 
When I shut my eyes to sleep 
All the night your watch you keep, 


“Father-star, so big and bright, 
Close beside them do you stay ? 
Are there posies, red and white, 
In the meadows where they play ? 
Do you shake the dreamland tree 
Every night for them and me? 


“ Mother-star, I wish I knew 
How your babies go to bed; 

Do they run as chickens do, 
Hiding every yellow head ? 
Do you tuck them, soft and deep, 
In a fleecy cloud to sleep ?” 


Come, my darling! while you sleep 
On your pillow, soft and white, 

Stars will through your window peep, 
Smiling, “Baby, dear, good-night ! 
Sweetly dream and safely rest 
In your pretty cradle nest !” 

- Emiry Huntixneron Mies. 
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k Der Doppelfterne Leuchten : 
Wh | Was fle fo ftrablend zeigen, 
NA ff Sit ihre Liebe Meigen ; ( 
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IfHE LIGHT-BIRD. 


CHILD. 


O BIRDIE, gleaming on the wal 
Gleaming, 
Gleaming, 

Are you coming when I call, 
Or am I dreaming ? 


MoTHER. 


Tis the light-bird, 
A very bright bird, 
That is gleaming on the wall. 
’Tis the light-bird, 
A very bright bird, 
But it will not heed your call. 


ou 


Lidjtvodglein an der Wand. 


Rind: 
Lieb Bogelein! Lieb Bogeletn ! ; 
Lieb Biglein an ber Wand, ¢ 
Halt mir dod einmal Stand! 
Lah did) ood von mir gretfen ! &P 
Mut nicht umber fo fchwetfen ! or 
Lieb Boglein an der Wand, } 
P Halt mir dod einmal Stand! 
Mutter: ‘ 
Das Poglein ift nur heller Schein, 
Den finnen nidt gretfen die Hande 
den flein, f 
Derwill mit Aeuglein erfafftnurfein, 
Durd fleerfreuterdads Herydhen rein. 
Go ift ed tm Leber bet vielen Gee Poo< 4 
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CHILD. 


I’ve seen the moonbeams in the night 
Streaming, 
Streaming, 

The little stars that twinkle bright 
Like fireflies seeming. 


MoTHER. 


Like the light-bird, 
- Like the bright bird, 
That is gleaming on the wall— 
Like the light-bird, 
Like the bright bird, 
They will not heed your call. 


MotTHER AND CHILD. 


The sun, the moon, the twinkling stars, 
The rainbow in the skies, 
A mother’s smile, a father’s love, 
We catch them with our eyes ; 
We can not hold them in our hand, 
Yet from them need not part, 
For when we’ve caught them with our eyes, 
We hold them in our heart. 


EizaBeTa Cuar.ess Le BourGeEols. 
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THE SHADOW RABBIT. 


Hey, the rabbit! ho, the rabbit! 
See, the rabbit on the wall 
Pricks his ears, for that’s his habit— 
Pricks them up and lets them fall. 
Pretty rabbit, stay, now! 
Come with me and play, now! 
No, ah, no! he will not stay ; 
Up he jumps and springs away. 


Now the.rabbit sits upright, 

Munching grass with all his might, 

See him wrinkle up his nose! 

What’s that for, do you suppose ? 
Rabbit, shall I feed you ? 

“No, I do not need you! 
Rabbits made upon the wall 
Feed themselves or not at all.” 
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Das Has den. 


Yn der Wand daher; 
RKindden ! Wollen fanell es fan- 
gent, 


Glaubt, es hir’ Etwas, 
Wie es jest (din aufredht figet, 
R —Speift fein griines Gras. } 
GULF T Schau, jebst rlimypft *s fein ftumpfes | 
ONG | Nascher 
BY Unfer Heines muntres Hasdhen.— | HX 
= | Sebt, fic *8 gang darnieder tauert, 
| Denn ef fieht, der Sager lauert : om? 
h Dauf !—der Sager hat gefdoffen, [ae _— 
| Das hats Hasdhen febr verdroffen sj SS 
Nun ift es davon gefprungen, = 


Down our rabbit cowers now ; 
Sure, some danger lowers now! 
See, the hunter with his gun 
Thinks he’s going to have‘some fun, 
Puff! the bullet’s flying! 
Is our rabbit dying ? 
Not a bit, for see him run! 
Rabbits, too, can have their fun! 
Laura KE. RicHArps. 
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THE WOLF. 


From the dark greenwood, 
From the forest fair, 

Up comes a gray wolf, 
Trotting here and there. 

See how lank and thin is he! 

Hungry must the creature be. 

In the wood are berries sweet, 

But such things he will not eat. 


So he goes a-hunting 

Through the meadows fair, 
Sniffing, snuffing, 

Prowling here and there. 
Wolf, you shall not bear away 
Tender kid or lamb to-day ; 
For I see the hunter stand 
With his trusty gun in hand. 


Laura E. RicHarps, 
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Wolf und Schwein. 


1. Wolf. 
Mus bem dunflen Tannenwald, 
Wo des Wildes Mufenthalt, 
Sieh ! fommt aud ein Wolf daber, 
Lauft die Kreug und lauft die Quer: 
Hart thn wohl ver Hunger plagt; 
Dod, er will nicht Fridte effen, 
Midhte gern ein Thierden freffen ; 
Darum madt er auf fie Jagd. 
Sager aber will 8 nicht leiden, 
Wolf das Rauben aud nicht metden, 
Schieft der Jager, daf es fnallt, 
Dod, der Wolf ift fon im Wald. 
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THE WILD PIG. 


From the green oak wood, 
Where the acorns lie, 
Up comes a wild pig, 
Grunting low and high. 
Children do not often see 
Such a piggy-wig as he! 
With his long and slender snout 
See him rooting all about, 
Poking here, and poking there, 
Grubbing up his simple fare, 
Roots and nuts and acorns sweet, 
Such as piggies love to eat. 
Hark! a rustling in the bush! 
Off goes piggie with a rush ; 
Grunting, squealing, there he goes, 
Where the forest thickest grows ; 
And the hunter, brave and gay, 
Will not dine on pig to-day ! 


Laura EH. RicHarps, 
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SaHwein. 


Wus dem qrinen Cidentwaldb, 

Wo des Wildes Wufenthalt, 

Sieh! fommt aud ein Schwein 
daber, 

Lauft die Ereug und Lauft die 
quer, 

Sudt fis Nahrung fir der 
Magen: 

Gideln miiffen ibm bebagen. 

SHinter feinen fmalen Baden 

Hirft Du fie es wader fnaden. 

Sebt fiebt es den Sager fom- 
men, 

Snell bat ed Reifaus genom- 


THE LITTLE WINDOW. 


. PerK-A-B00, light! beautiful light, - 
Shining so clear through my window bright, 
Down from the sky swiftly you fly— 
Peek-a-boo, beautiful light! 


Peek-a-boo, light! beautiful light! 
Making the fields and meadows so bright; 
Flowers in the grass smile as you pass— 
Peek-a-boo, beautiful light! 


Peek-a-boo, light! beautiful light! 
Love is the sunshine that makes the heart bright, 
Pure we would be, shining like thee— 
Peek-a-boo, beautiful light! 


Enmrty Huntineton MILLER. 


THE LITTLE WINDOW. 


In the water, pure and clear, 
Light loves to play ; 

In the dewdrop’s glittering sphere 
Shines the captured ray ; 

But the firm and solid wall 

Chives no gleam of light at all. 
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Das Fenftcrlein. 
Rind, fan’ mein flared Fer 
fterfein, 
Dadurd fchetnt 's Lit ins 
Shibden fein. 
Soll Did ftets freun 
Des Lidhtes Schein, 
Must Du aud fein 
Recht lieb und rein. 
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Through the parting clouds on hign 
Streams the sunlight there! 

Look! for in the brightening sky 
Shines the rainbow fair! 

Light can turn the storm-cloud gray 

All to gold and crimson gay. 


Light is pure and good and fair, 
And it loves to rest 

Ever on the things that are 
Brightest, ay, and best. 

Then with smiling faces bright 

Let us greet the loving light! 


Laura E, RIcHARDS. 


THE WINDOW. 


“ComE, lovely light, and shine on us, 
And make us warm and bright. 
You shine on us; we'll gaze on you, 
For day has conquered night. 
In thankful praise of your bright rays, 
We lift our happy voices; 
For you love us, and we love you, 
And all the world rejoices.” 


“ Dear child, the sun has sent me down 
To make another day, 
And help you tread the path of right 
By brightening your way. 
In thankful praise of his bright rays. 
Then, lift your happy voices; 
For you love him, and he loves you, 
And all the world rejoices.” 


GrorcE Hype Page, 
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Das Fenfter. 
|Steh, durd’s helle Fenfterletr, f 
Rindden ! fommt das Lidt beret 
Sagt: , Mode’ gern beim Rinde 
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Mode? vasfelbe gern erfreun.” 

»  Gudgud, Guguc! ou liebes 
Licht 
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/»Rinoden! bin gelaufen fdnell, k 
Komm’? fon von der Sonne hell 
Hab? den Weg gar bald volloradt, ff 
—— QJ} Weil th an mein Kind gedadet ; 
1 Rindden liebt ja belles Licht, 
Wed? dayon, mein Kndden, | 
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THE CHARCOAL BURNER. 


Wuy does the charcoal burner stay 

Up in the forest by night and day ? 

He chops the trees, and he piles the wood, 
And burns it slow to the charcoal good. 


The blacksmith’s hammer goes “Kling! klang! 
kling ! 

Charcoal! charcoal hurry and bring ! 

For how can I shoe the pony’s feet, 

Without good charcoal the iron to heat ?” 


The charcoal burner is black and grim, 

But thanks for his labour we owe to him; 

He chops the trees with a whack! whack! 
whack ! 

And burns the wood to the charcoal black, 


Knives and hatchets, shovels and rakes, 

Shoes for the pony, the blacksmith makes. 

The bellows blow and the hammers beat, 

But he must have charcoal the iron to heat. 
Emmy Huntrnaron Miner. 


98 


ee an 5 


Pome Mehl sé 
7 UN LIL d0 1 gen tel AMC LEU Ate 
, wel 
bs 
o~ 
9, 
a 
j 


: Oa i 
t i i 
i | 


Sea 


AERC aOR CN or ga Ba 


FT ralHANE. sw 


=e 
pT 
b 


— 


AT 


Amy 


Ni i 
i it ge CLAD MEER smn ! 
wo y x = os 3 Al ‘ 
(a se ¢ » 2 
a beat 
Hy. BE § S oes 
ers: a £2 2 2 : 
, Bee =e § -8B& & & Hi 
ee 1) Be. Pigs eee as : 
e382 2 © H see & 3 | 
. Sie a= Sa Sr he ‘SS 
2 s= g = @ oe + es 
oS Se £ See = sao 
Sits #£ ¢ - 2 se s = 
=zl(ie # 2.8 2g Ree 
Sle 2 se i 3 
1m | to a3 aed Bia * £522 
@ Sz x S50 .Bae BORE 
aye i —~ 6 b 
ow 2258 &§ HS2hy sh ees EN 
S 2p fees  SES5 steer ase ee 
@ seshagielseezes |fe8 | HRS 
eg ESBS n2 este tees i | eee rl 
Zp oe = IY ees tle <meta & a —W¥ | f 
“ Y ita = 
my oA WM ce aati $8 88a S| | 4 E—9 | A aa 
ET aT TILE Ef CR IEC EE AT © /PaA9EF os SSNS Sve EODAE ROWE OOH 


99 


S Cama tee : CWC 


ts P 


we 
SZ 


ae 


: 


TANS 


{\ 


oy 


ae 


So 


Teen 


tick 
SSX iS 
KC Saws 


NEES 


100 


Plies 


SSS 
SWAT 


rR 
= 


AG 


a 
&} 


BEAT 
x 


URI : — = — —_— — 
es EDS weet ececre. 


ee) 


A SS ow eee OTS 


WERE Meh) Do 


KRY 


—~ 


1 


1G 


es 
A 
= 


A. 
IAL WIS 


M(MiGass—s 


SS EMH TASK 
2 


eR 


PAOD 


ZUCEU 


SESS TS 


LWW Fou NPRISS= CGE | my 


THE CARPENTER, 


Busy is the carpenter ; 
At his work he stands, 

Oh, the wonders he can do 
With his skilful hands! 

Sawing now, the long, long boards 
Shorter soon he makes ; 

And the rough is quickly smoothed 
When the plane he takes, 


By his work the crooked soon 
Straight and even grows; 
Curved he changes into flat ; 
Wondrous skill he shows! 
Thus he works so busily, 
But we hear him say 
“ Here a board, and there a board, 
Pray, what use are they ?” 


So the carpenter at last 
All together brings, 

Nails the boards and timbers fast— 
How his hammer rings! 

Thus a cosy house he builds 
Where the child may live ; 

And for this the grateful child 
Love and thanks will give. 


Eminm Pounsson, 
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Dev Simmermann. 


GSebht mtr nar ben Bimmermann, 
Welch feltne Munft er tiben tann: 
Was fleht, bringt er gum Stury 5 . 
Was lang tft, madt er fiery; WY 
Das Nunbde mradt er grad; \N 
Das Mawhe made er glatt; » 
Was trumne tft, macht er gletdy 5 
Sp tft an Munft er reteh, 

Das Cingle nicht thm grnriigt, 
Sum Gangen fehnedl ers fligt; 
Dod, was fomunt ba heranus ?— 
Mus Balfen wird ein Hans! 
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Daf ed d’vin Eltern find’, 
Die forgfam es bewabhren 
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THE BRIDGE. 


THE brook is flowing merrily ; 
Its waters swiftly glide; 

A little child looks longingly 
Beyond its rippling tide. 


Across the brook are pretty ferns, 
And oh, such lovely moss! 

And flow’rs that seem to nod at him 
And beckon him across. 


But dark the water flows between; 
The stream is deep and wide; 

No way the little child can find 
To reach the other side. 


But soon there comes a carpenter, 
Who works with busy hands, 

And builds a bridge that safe and strong 
Above the water stands. 


“Oh, thanks to you, good carpenter!” 
The child calls out in glee; 

“Now I can reach the other side 
Where I have longed to be.” 


Then on the bridge the happy child 
Runs back and forth at will, 

Although beneath, so deep and wide, 
The brook is flowing still. 


Emiuie Poutssoy, 
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Der Steg. 
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THE BRIDGE. 


Wuenrk the stream flows swift and fair, 
How shall I cross over ? 
In the golden meadows there 
Gaily nods the clover. 
“ Bring the beam, and bring the plank! 
Build a bridge from bank to bank!” 


To my friends and playmates dear 
How shall I be showing 
All the love that daily here 
In my heart is growing ? 
“You must play the joiner’s part— 
Build a bridge from heart to heart!” 


Every loving word you say 
Makes the bridge the stronger ; 

Helpful deeds from day to day 
Make it last the longer. 

Love and joy will banish strife! 

So the bridge shall last your life! 


Laura EH, RIicHARrDs. 
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THE FARMYARD GATE. 


JOHNNY, shut the farmyard gate! 
Quick, or you will be too late! 
Don’t you hear the pony neigh ?— 
“ Let us have some fun to-day ! 
Woods and waters I can see: 
Come and try a race with me!” 


Pretty cow says: “ Moo-oo-oo! 
Wait for me; I’m coming too. 

I should like to eat my fill 

In the pasture bright and still 

I should like to stand and drink 
At the little brook’s green brink.” 


“Baa!” the sheep say, “let us go 
Where the milk-white daisies grow 
On the hillsides, warm and steep ; 
We can nibble grass, or sleep. 
Come, old Rover, lead the way— 
You will keep us safe to-day.” 


Lazy pig, with sleepy eyes, 

On the straw contented lies ; 
Chickens peep and pigeons coo; 
Loud the cock is crowing too ; 
Ducks in glossy feathers dressed, 
Quack and chatter with the rest. 


Hurry, Johnny—do not wait! 
Quickly shut the farmyard gate! 
Cow, and sheep, and pony dear, 
We must keep you safely here! 
Bird and bee, you need not stay: 
You have wings to fly away. 
Emity Huntineton MILuEr. 
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THE FARMYARD GATE. 


Oh, what a clatter! 
Now what’s the matter ? 
The sheep they hurry, 
The chickens scurry, 
The calf is bawling, 
The farmer calling, 
® Johnny, run, and shut the gate! zm 


The cock is crowing, 

The cows are lowing, 

The ducks are quarking, 

The dogs are barking, 

The ass is braying, 

The horse is neighing : 
Johnny! run, and shut the gate!” 


The birds are singing, 
The bell is ringing, 
The pigs are squeaking, 
The barn door creaking, 
The brook is babbling, 
The geese are gabbling: 
« Johnny! run, and shut the gate! i 


Mrs. Fouuen (adapted by Emily Huntington Miller), 
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THE GARDEN GATE. 


PRETTY garden gate, we pray you 
Open wide, and let us go 
Where the merry fountain dances, 
Where the sweet white lilies grow. 
Open, pretty gate, we pray! 
Open, flowers, for now “tis day! 


In the wind so gently rocking, 
Here the mother rose is seen ; 
And her baby buds are peeping 
Through their blankets soft and green, 
Baby buds, make haste to grow 
While the summer breezes blow! 


Darling violets, are you hiding 
In the grass your eyes so blue ? 
Never fear that we shall harm you— 
We will only smile on you. 
Roses red and lilies white, 
Violets sweet, good-by! good-night! 


Exity Huntineron MILLER 
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Das Gartenthor. 


Gin Thor inten Garten, 
Worinne die Gartner 

Die BShiimelein warten, 
Bon manderlet Arten : 
Die duft'gen und zarten, 
Oft fanfte bebaarten, 
In Kndfpden verwabhrter, 
Wud paarweis gepaarten, 
Gleid) Schafhen gefdhaarter. 
Thor muF wobl verfdloffen fein, 
nidts mir ftirt bie Bhiimaen fein. 


THE LITTLE GARDENER. 


Cong, children, with me to the garden away ; 
The plants are all waiting our coming to-day ; 
In heat and in sunshine is drooping each leaf, 
But the children are coming to bring them relief. 
Trinkle trink! trinkle trink! 
How the drops shine and wink, 
As the poor thirsty plants hold their heads up to 
drink! 


“ All thanks, little children!” each bud seems to 
say ; 
“All thanks for the love that you show us to- 
day! 
Now beauty and perfume shall bless you each 
one, 
In loving return for the good you have done. 
Twinkle twink! twinkle twink! 
Now like stars see us wink! 
For kindness brings kindness, so flowers all 


think.” 
Laura EH, RicHarDs, 
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Der Eleine Gartner. 

¥ Komm, wir wollen in den Garter, 

MM dte Pfldngchen dort gu warten : 

Wollen fie gar hin begiefen, 

Das dte Kubfpden fic entfdliefen. 
Die Knsipden fic entfalten nun ; 
Sle griifen Dic mit fiigem Duft, 


Pa omit fle durdwiiryen die gange 


Qu 
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DS Belohnend ift es, wohlyuthun ! 


THE WHEELWRIGHT. 


Marcu together and never stop! 
Here we go to the wheelwright’s shop! 
Wheelwright, show us the way you do, 
Making the wheel so round and true. 
Turning fast and turning slow, 
- This is the way the wheel must go! 


This is the auger, slim and long, 
Turned by the wheelwright’s hands so strong, 
Straight and steady the auger goes, 
And smooth and true the hole it grows. 
Turning steady and turning slow, 
This is the way the auger must go ! 


These are the spokes, all shaped aright; 
This is the hub that holds them tight; 
This is the rim of iron and wood 
To finish my wheel so useful and good. 
Turning fast and turning slow, 
This is the way the wheel must go! 
Emity Huntineton MILuer, 
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Der Wagner. 


; i : Rind, wir woll'n gum Wagner gehn, 
AQ Was er madt, genau befebn: 
Sieh nur, fteh nur, fteb! 
Biel giebt er fic Miih’, 
Daf der Bohrer grabe geb? 
Und ein fhines Lod entfteh?.— 
Was er wollt’, ift ferttg nun, 
Kann das Rad yur Berre thun: 
Die gebet nun immer: rund um, 
Rund um, rund um, rund um! 
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Der Tifedhler. 


Sifh, aif, sif! 
Der Tifdhler hobelt den Tifd. 
Tifhler, boble den Tijh mir glatt, 
Daf er feine Locher hat: 
Sifd, sift, gif! 
Tifdler, hoble den Tifa. 
Lang, fang, fang! 
Tifhler, boble die Bank; 
Lifhler, boble fle recht blank, 
Daf daran fein Span mebr bang’; 
Lang, fang, lang! 
Tifdler, hoble die Bank. 


THE JOINER, 


Plane, plane, plane— 
_ Joiner, follow the grain! 
Smooth as silk the table grows; 
Not a break the fibre shows. 
Plane, plane, plane— 
Joiner, follow the grain! 


Strong, strong, strong, 
Push the plane along! 
Make the bench all glossy white; 
Not a splinter leave in sight. 
Strong, strong, strong, 
Push the plane along! 


Nora ARCHIBALD SMITH. 
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THE KNIGHTS AND THE GOOD CHILD. 


Gax.oprne fast and galloping free, 
Who comes a-riding so swift to me? 
“Five brave knights with their plumes so gay. 
What do you seek, good knights, to-day ?” 
“ Over the world we ride to find 
The child that is loving and good and kind.” 
“ This is the child so dear! 
Brave knights, you see him here!” 
“ O child, be always good and gay. 
Now gallop and gallop and gallop away.” 


Emity Huntineton MILLER. 
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i) Die Reiter und das gute Rind. 


Biinf Reiter fFommen im vollen Lauf, 
Ste retten in den Hof herauf. 
20s wollt the denn, ihr Reiter 
fon 2“ 
ny dott midhten Dein Lieb Kindden 
ebyn ; 
Man fagt, ed fet wie ’s Taubdhen gut, 
Wie’s Lammadjen hab? e8 frohen |i 
Muth ; 
Drum wolle gtitig es uns setgen, SS 
Dag thm fid unfre Gergen neigen. “ RSS 
Nun, fo feht mein ftebes Rind; 
Gutes Kind wohl Lieb verdient.” 
Minden, fei uns fhin gegriift, 
Was der Mutter Miih? verfiuge! 
Gutes Kind tft Ltebe werth, 
Fried’ und Freud’ fet Dir befhert, 
Freude wir nad) Haufe bringen, 
Led yom guten Kind wir fingen.“ “ 


THE KNIGHTS AND THE BAD CHILD. 


HERE come riding the knights so gay. 

“ Any good children here,” they say, 

“Ready to ride with trumpet in hand, 

To visit the happy children’s land ?” 

“ Ah, brave knights, you will all be sad 

To know that my child is selfish and bad.” 
“It grieves us much to say 
He cannot ride to-day. 

Only good children with us can go.” 

Then away and away the knights ride slow. 

Emity Huntineron MILLER, 


} Die Reiter und das mifigelaunte 
Rind. 

G8 reiten die Reiter im vollen Lauf, 

H Sie reiten in den Hof berauf. 

», Was wollt thr denn, ibe Reiter fin 2” 

nnWWir midten gem Dein RKindden 
febn t 

wld, Hebe Reiter, e3 (Breit gar febr, 

Sh brings nist gx End Reitert ber ; 

Gs ift fo nniterif, 8 ift fo fraus, 

Gs madt uns bald gu eng dad Saud.— 

nD, dief thut und ja gar gu Leid, 


Mit Hien Vedder wir S gern erfreut; Be 


Dod jest wir reiten fort im auf 
Und fuden uns frdmumere Kinder auf. “ 
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THE KNIGHTS AND THE MOTHER. 


JINGLE! jingle! jingle! 
Hop! hop! hop! 
See, the knights are passing— 
Stop! oh, stop! 
Now my child is happy, 
Gentle, good, and true; 
He can go a-riding, 
A-riding with you. 
A-riding, a-riding, over hill and dell, 
But bring him back at evening, because we love 
him well. 


Never fear, my darling. 
Look, and see, 
All the knights are smiling, 
Smiling at me. 
You shall stay with mother 
Till you older grow ; 
Then my bonny soldier 
A-riding shall go. 
A-riding, a-riding, over hill and dell, 
But you'll come back at events because we love 


you well. 
Buk Huntineton MILER. 
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Kinddhen, verfteFe Did! 
Fiinf Reiter fommen im vollen Traber, 
Sie woll'n fo germ mein Kindden haben. 

»Du, mein Kindden, verftede Did, 
Daf dte Reiter nidt finden Did.” 
etter, lene Reiter, 

Reitet immer weiter 5; 

Wil 3 End) turg verFiindert, 
Kount mein Kind nicht finden.” 
Hopp, hopp; hopp, Hopp; hoppy, hoppy; 
So retten fle fort im Galopp. 
pRindden, (han nut froblid auf, 
Die Reiter reiten davon im Lauf.' 
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THE KNIGHTS AND THE MOTHER. 


I HEAR the bugle sounding 
So merry and so clear ; 

The knights come gaily riding— 
They want thee, child, I fear. 
Now hide thee quick, my darling, 

And nestle close to me, 
For not one dimpled finger 
The gallant knights shall see! 


You can not have my darling, 
So do not linger here; 

Safe in my heart I’ll keep him, 
He is so good and dear. 

Now do not tarry longer, 
But swiftly ride away ! 

Peep out and smile, my laddie, 
And bid the knights Good-day ! 


Emity Hountineton MILier. 
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HIDE AND SEEK. 


WHERE are you, my baby ? 
You’ve left me alone. 

Who’ll tell me, who’ll tell me 
Where baby is gone ? 


I’ve missed him so long; 
He’s far, far away, 
T’ll thank any one 
Who will bring him to stay. 


Why, here in my arms 
My dear baby lies! 
We often look far 
For what’s under our eyes. 
Henrietta R, Exror. 
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BVerftecten bes Kinded. 
Rindgen, feb Kindden Du, 
Sag mir, wo weilet Du ?— 
Wer fagt, wo mein Kindden iti 
Jeo bab’ fo lang es fon vermist; 
Qh find’ es nidt am alten Ort: 
Fort tft er, fort; fort fort, fort fort. 
Wer mir fanz mein Kinddhen jeigen, 
SAinften Dank will ih ihm reiden. 
Da ift ’S nun da, dad Kindden fa; 
War dem Here fa fo nad !— 
So tann’s im Leber oft geidedn, 
Daf man dad Nidfte nidt fann fehn.” 


THE CUCKOO! 


Cuckoo! cuckoo! 
The cuckoo calls you, dear. 
Cuckoo! cuckoo! 
Call back, and he will hear. 
Cuckoo! cuckoo! 
The cuckoo is alone. 
Cuckoo! cuckoo! 
He wants my little one. 
Henrietta R, Extor. 
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THE TOYMAN AND THE MAIDEN. 


Listen ! listen, mother dear, 
How the bells are ringing! 

“ Christmas times will soon be here,” 
That is what they’re singing. 


All the boys and girls are out 
In the frosty weather ; 

I can hear them laugh and shout, 
As they talk together. 


All the shops with toys are gay, 
Such a pretty showing ; 
Mother, dear, this very day 
Let us too be going. 


Don’t you think if Santa Claus 
Down this way were straying, 

He would stop and smile to hear 
What the folks were saying ? 


I am sure if he should see 
Just what I was choosing, 

Such a wise old dear as he 
Would not be refusing. 


Mother, dear, your little maid 
Will not fret or tease you; 

All the year I’ve surely tried 
To be good and please you. 


But if I should give your hand 
Just a little squeezing 

When the loveliest doll I see, 
Would you call that teasing ? 


Emity Huntineron Mier. 
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ny Shar, gar nette Spinnerddden, 
Eine Mide, Kidengerath, 
Teller, Sdiffeln, Topfebrett ; 
Wiles it blint-blant, ift ntedlid) und fein 
Wie etn recht forglides Tidhterletn.“ “ 
,»Wenn, Kaufmann, nun das Chrifttind- 
den fommt, 
Sag’ ihm, Amalie fet bier getwefer ; 
G8 midte fiir fle mas Schines auslefen, 
Was fle erfreue, und was aud thr frommt; 
A, Sie fei ein guted, etm williges Kind, 
Gs folge auf Winte und Worte gefdwin 
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Der Kaufmann und der Knabe. 


Vater, Vater! fet fo gut, 
Nimm dod) Deinen Stod und Hut; 
LaF uns fanell gum Kaufmann gehr, 
YM fein Sdines yu befebn : 
Safe, Rinder, Hirt und Heerde, 
Und vor allem rafdhe Pferde 5 
Pater, Vater! bitte, bit’, 
Nimm mid dod gum Kaufmann mit. 
Chriftfetiahrmartt ift ja heut, 
Der fo {chine Gachen beut. 
,Rnabe, tannft wohl mit mir geben, 
MN fetn (chines gu befeher 5 
Gins dod) mug id) Dtr vertraun: 
Die Sadhen den Vater gar finfter anfdann, 
Wenn thn ett Heiner Knabe beglettet, 
Welder nidt folat, das Schledhte nidht metdet 5 
Welder nidt immer tft fletfiq und gut, 
Der nicht hat finnigen, froben Muth. d 
Ynd wenn dem Bater fiir s Kind nidts gefallt, 
Das Chrifttinoden auch fiir den Nnaben nidts wablt.“ 
Pater, mein Bater! o fomm nur und fomm! 
Will (chon recht tlidhtig fein, wacker und fromm, 


THE TOYMAN AND THE BOY. 


“ HasTEn, dear father, and come with me 
The toyman’s wonderful shop to see! 

We must tell the toyman what to say, 

If Santa Claus happens to come his way.” 


“But what if Santa Claus asks me, dear, 

‘ Has this little child been good this year ?’ 
For books, and puzzles, and games, and toys, 
Are not for idle and selfish boys.” 


“Then tell him, father, that every day 
I try to be loving and quick to obey ; 
And every year, as I older grow, 

I shall be wiser and better, I know.” 


“Now, toyman, what can you show me here 
To please a child that is good and dear ?” 

“ Beautiful things I have to sell ; 

I am too busy their names to tell. 
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“Here are trumpets to blow, and drums to beat; 
Here are knights and soldiers, and horses fleet ; 
Here are bows and arrows, and sleds to use, 
And games and puzzles, and books to choose.” 


“Toyman, listen! perhaps some day, 
Santa Claus may be coming this way ; 
Here is a message to slip in his hand ; 
I think good Santa will understand. 


“He may bring a drum, and a fine new sled 
Swift as an arrow, and painted red ; 
A pair of skates, and a book that tells 
Of knights and fairies and Christmas bells. 


“ But tell him, toyman, in yonder street 
Are poor little children with bare cold feet ; 
He must bring them stockings, all warm and 
new, 
And caps and mittens, and playthings too. 


“ And, toyman, lest he should happen to lack, 
Here is some money to fill up his pack ; 
We send them our greetings, and wish them 
good cheer 
For a merry Christmas and Happy New Year.” 


Emity Huntineron MILLER. 
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Wo fig CEinklang 
in ber Mebhrhett 
jetget, 
Wo er in Geftalt und 
TXinen {pridht, 
Da_ fich frith bes 
RKindes Sinn bin- 
netget, 
DieG su pflegen, El- 
tern, faumet nit: 
Laft vor Wem frith das Kindden abnen, 
Daf etn hidftes Streben alle eint. 
Hid ites Lebensghid friih angubahnen, 
Nicht fo fchwer tft 8, wie Shr ment. 
Dod mug dtefer Sin felbft in End leben, 
GSeele fein, vor Wllemt, was Fhr thut; 
Hodftes habt hr fo dem Mind gegeben, 
Sadiisend nun es tr fid felber ruht— 
MNidhts ijt mehr im Stand, es thnt gu rauber, 
Innig eins tft Ss tm Gemiith und Geift. 
Gebt dem. Kinde, Cltern ! folden Glauber, 
E38 End urd fein ganged Leben pretft. 
Metnet nidt, bagi fet °s noch au EHeine, 
Gin Magnet im fleinften Kinde liegt, 
Der ihm gcigt, wo Lebensein’gung eine, 
Und a) welder Ginn durd Trennung 
trugt."’ 


THE CHURCH. 


Hark! the church bell’s pleasant sound ; 
Let us go, my child, 
There, where every Sunday morn 
Rings the summons mild. 
Through the lofty windows there 
Rainbow light is streaming fair ; 
From the doors, wide open thrown, 
- Peals the organ’s solemn tone. 
Cuorus—“ Come!” says the silver bell, 
“ Come, where the voices tell 
Of the God, that dwells above, 
Of the God, whose name is love.” 


Let your heart be pure and clean 
When to church you go, 
For all sweet and lovely things 
There you'll learn to know. 
Learn of God, who gives us all— 
Birds that sing and streams that fall, 
Sun and moon in glorious might, 
Trees and flowers in beauty bright. 
CHorus—“ Come!” says the silver bell, etc. 
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God, who sends the merry breeze 
Blowing here and there, 

Sends the mighty storms that rage 
Through the upper air ; 

Yet so loving kind is he, 

Every smallest leaf you see 

Knows his care and does his will, 

Owns his wisdom, working still. 

CHorus—* Come!” says the silver bell, etc. 


In the church, so calm, so still, 
When your childish heart 
With a solemn joy doth fill, 
That, too, is his part. 
He, who loving parents gave, 
Sister sweet and brother brave, 
Gives the power to love and bless, 
Bringing joy and happiness. 
Cuorus—“ Come!” says the silver bell, ete, 


Once he sent, to dwell on earth , 
Jesus, blessed child, 
From the hour that gave him birth 
Pure and undefiled. 
Try, like him, my little child, 
To be gentle, kind, and mild: 
For ’tis thus your love you'll show 
To the God who loves you so. 
Cuorus—* Come!” says the silver bell, etc. 
Laura E, Ricnarps 
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THE LITTLE ARTIST. 


Ou, now we'll draw ne 
: WF 
such pretty things! Se 


See! little birds with See 


outspread wings, 

The sloping hill o’er which £ my 
they fly 

To reach a tree with branches 
high— 

The tree these birdies love the 


best, c 
Because it holds their own dear 
nest. 


That was the birdies’ home, 
and here 

We’ll draw the children’s home, 
so dear; 

And leading to the very door 

Are all these steps—one, two, three, = 


four. 


152 


The window now we'll draw, where we fq 
Look out so many things to see. 
O window clear and bright, *tis you LU 
That let the lovely light pass through! [| 
When sunbeams on this mirror fall, Lj 
The light-bird dances on the wall 


Now, if you could but look 
behind 

The house, this rippling brook 
you’d find, 


Where swim so many silvery 


fish: eee 
And if to cross the brook you 


wish, 

Why, here’s the bridge, so 
safe and dry. 

Shall we go over, you and I? 


What’s this? A watering can like 
ours, 


To fill with water for the flowers. 
153 


And now we draw a ladder—see! 

A long, long ladder it shall be. 

No wonder baby thought he soon 
With this could reach the shining moon. 


Now here’s a cosey pigeon house, 
Not hid in any leafy boughs, 
But set upon this pole so tall; 
Here safely live the pigeons all, 


Yd 


Down far below them on the 


And coo with voices 
soft and low 


As in and out their 


house they go. 


ground 
The hen and chickens walk 
around. 


And see! a rabbit next 


appears ; 


; Za Mire, 
O bunny, you have such long Ce 
PN hd a nfl, 
ears! . 
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And here’s the farmyard gate, 
which we 


Should always close so carefully. 


Now, for the carpenter, we'll draw 

A hammer—see! and this sharp saw ; tare 
And always gratefully we’ll tell 
bout the house he built so well. 
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More friends like him we 


Ss /S\SNN 
have, so kind, 

We like to bring them to 
our mind. 

So, baker, since our bread you bake, 

An oven now for you we'll make. 

And, miller, for the wheat you grind, 

This flour barrel you shall find. 


Good farmer, here’s your harrow 
now ; 


We'll draw, besides, the useful 


plough: 
155 


A waggon, too, to load with hay, 


Or grain, or fruit, some 


harvest day. 
And now we draw a wheel alone, 
Where hub and tire and spokes are 


shown. 


But look! Far over in the 


i \\I 


[, 
A dazzling wheel shines Sf Leak 


there on high— 


The glorious sun, whose spreading rays 

Bring many golden, happy days. 

And when night darkens all the blue, ay 

The twinkling stars come peeping 
through. 


Our eyes the wondrous windows 
are <O\ o> 
Through which we gaze on sun 
and star; 
And sometimes what we see on sth, 
high, 
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We find in beauty nearer by; 
For star shapes glitter in the snow, 
And star flowers, too, the meadows show. 


And now we'll draw the moon, whose 


light » 
Makes beautiful the silent night: 


Sometimes a crescent, thin and clear, 
Sometimes a big, round, silver sphere; 

But whether round, or like a bow, >) 
It is the same dear moon, we know. 


Now we will draw but one thing more, 
And that shall be the big church door. 
But drawing is such happy play, 
We'll surely draw again some day. 


Exmure Povtsson. 
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SONGS AND GAMES. 
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PLAY WITH THE LIMBS. 161 


Emity HuNTINGTON MILLER. OLp ENGLIsH (17th Century). 
Allegro Moderato. mf 
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1. Up and down and in and out,..-. Toss the lit - tle 
. Bye and bye, in work and play,-- They'll be bus -y 
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limbs a - bout; Kick the pret -ty dim- pled feet ;--- 
all the day; Wad-ing in the wa - ter clear, -- 
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That’s the way to row, my sweet! 
Run - ning swift for oth-er dear. Up and down and 
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Toss the lit - tle limbs a - bout ; 


162 PLAY WITH THE LIMBS.—Concluded. 
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This way and that, With a pat - a - pat - pat, With 
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For each lit - tle knee. 
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PLAY WITH THE LIMBS. 
M. J. GARLAND. Adapted from a Tyrolese Folk Song. 
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1. All a-bont, all a-bout Ba - by’s feet are fly - ing; 


FALLING! FALLING! 163 


Emiuiz PouLsson. FRED. FIELD BULLARD, Opus 30, No. 3. 
Con moto. 
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Down goes Ba- by, Mother’s pet; Up comes Ba - by, laughing yet; 
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Ba - by well may laugh at harm, While be-neath is Mother’s arm. 
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Down goes Ba - by with-out fear; Up comes Ba- by gai - ly here. 
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Allegro. 
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All is joy for Ba-by while In the light of Mother's bia 


fe Seer 


a tempo poco piu tea. 


164 THE WEATHERVANE. 


EMILIE POULSSON. GrorceE L. Oscoop. 
n» Moderato. (Well accented.) 
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This way, that way, turns the weath-er- vane; This way, 
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that way, turns and turns a - gain: Turn - ing, point-ing, 
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THE WEATHERVANE. 


EMILIE POULSSON. Arranged from ROBERT KORL, by E. S. 


SSS 


The weath - er - vane is porvb’d on high, It seems 


THE WEATHERVANE.—Concludea. 165 


THE TREES. 
From “Music for the Kindergarten,” by ELEANOR HEERWART. 
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Hark, the wind is ris - ing now, And the trees be - fore it bow; 
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How their creaking branches sound, While the leaves are scati sr’d round ; 


166 THE TREES.—Concluded. 
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Now the pass-ing storm is o’er, Qui-ex - ly they stand once more. 
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THE WIND MILL. 
Louts C. ELson. Arranged from ADOLPH JENSEN. 
> Allegretto. 
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1. The wind-mill’s fans a - round they go, As fresh’ning breez-es, 
2, But when the sum-mer sun-beams burn, The la - zy fans will 
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See oe ee SS 
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SS 
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on them blow; They crush our oats, they grind our corn, And 
scarcely turn; The puffs of wind come faint and slow, And 
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bus - y. are both night and morn. When blow the wild No - 
then the mill will scarce-ly go. The wmil-ler with dis - 


Words from WIDE AWAKE, by permission of D. Lothrop Company. 


From ‘ Bote for Little Children,” for the Kindergarten and Primary Schools, by Eleanor Smith. 
Publishers: Milton Bradley Co., Springfield, Mass.; Thos Charles Co., Chicago. With permission 
of author and publishers. 
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gee 5 
oe cad oe oe 
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vem - ber gales, Swift go the arms and full the sails; With 
pleas-ure sees How light and light - er, grows the breeze; And 


= SSS SS 


joy the miller’s heart doth swell, He knows his mill is grinding well. 
soon, a-las! it whol-ly drops, And then the bus-y wind-mill stops. 


Fea ee ee 
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168 WIND SONG, 


RosBertT Louis STEVENSON. 
Allegro = 
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1.I saw you toss the kites on high, And blow the birds a - 
2.I saw the diff’rent things you did, But al- ways you your- 
3.0 you that are so strong andcold, O blow-er, are you 


2a = S 


the sky, And all a-round I _ heard you pass, Like 
you hid; I felt you push, I heard you call, I 
or old? Are you a beast of field and tree, Or 


la - dies’ skirts a - cross the grass; O wind a-blow-ing all day long! 
could not see your-self at all; O wind a-blow-ing all day long! 
just a big strong child likeme? O wind a-blow-ing all day long! 


From “ Songs for Little Children," for the Kindergarten and Primary Schools, by Eleanor Smith. 
Publishers: Milton Bradley Co., Springfield, Mass. ; Thos, Charles Co., Chicago. With permissies 
of author and publishers. 
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ALL GONE. 


Emity HuNTINGTON MILLER. FRED. FIELD BULLARD, Op. 30, No, 8 
Andante con moto. mf 
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All gone! The sup-per’s gone! White bread and milk, 80 sweet 


= = er Se 
———— 


fo. 


=e SS 


For Ba- by dear to eat,— All gone! The supper’s gone! 
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Lit - i mouth with o- pen lips, Thro’ your ro - sy gate it slips; 
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Lit - tle throat, you know fullwell Where it went, if you would tell. 
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Lit - tle hands! grow strong: Lit- tle legs! grow long; 


SS 


- 
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Lit - tle cheeks! grow red; You have all been fed. 
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Nora ARCHIBALD SMITH. FRED. FIELD BULLARD, Op. 30, No. 6. 
» Con moto. mp dolce. 


SS 


Q - ver blue eyes, gray or brown, Let re fair white curtains down; 
——SS cae 
=. u i 
_s— = 


ee 
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oe the ics lips o- RIES Something nice I'l put in- side. 


ss ———— 
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Should you tell its prop -er name, You'll have won the guessing game ; 


ae mf ritard. ; a tempo. 
Ss See = ——se 
“pests 


But your tasting must be slow, That the fla- vor you may a 


172 FLOWER SONG. 


Nora ARCHIBALD SMITH. Adapted from an old Scotch Melody. 
Valse tempo. p dolce. 
= a 
Cov-er the eyes all close and ae — Sweet, oh 


(4S = Seas 


SSS = Ss 


mamas Sala 
Se SBS ee ae] 
Sea 


oh, so sweet!...... Breathe all its dew - ¥ 


SS 


fra-grance, dear,— Sweet, oh, so Serve Seta And then its 


Ss is . 
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SS ee 
name we'd like to hear,— Sweet, oh, so sweet!.... 
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FLOWER SONG. 
Kate L, Brown. CARL REINECKE. 


Andantino. 
Se | 


1. Smell the flow’r, my child.and see What its perfume breathes to thee; 
2. From my ten -der rest-ing place, Lit- tle one, with hap-py face, 


Se SSS 


In its cup so small and bright, Safe-ly hid - den from our sight, 
I am taking to thee, dear, Tho’ novoice my child may hear; 


; ee 
Sra gee = 
== ae 
eat 
o- 
calando. ~n 
= ts i = 
se SS 
There an an - gel - spir-it dwells, And its mes - sage sweetly tells. 
But my perfume, sweet, will tell, Lit-tlefriend, I love thee well. 


174 TICK-TACK! 


Popular Melody from 
Etter POULSSON. “Ohildrens’ Songs,” by CARL REINECKE. 
, Moderato. = 


SSS SS 
ee 3 oa 
1. Tick-tack! tick- tack Hear the old clock saying Tick- tack! Now my Ba-by, 


2, Tick-tack! tick-tack! By your tick- tack steady, Good clock, help me ev - er 
. Tick-tack! tick-tack! Forward, backward swinging Tick-tack! Telling ever 


== Ss 


5 
eo oS 
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Sarees 
f= —~—_e—@ - = pies —e 
That he is a clock is play-ing, While his lit- tle arm he swings 


That in time I may be read-y For what-ev-er I must do, 
That the moments swift are winging Would our hearts be free and gay, 


SS SS 


Wibbesmisialslselel ares Wislaibo.alelaleterele -—a tempo. p———— Ff 

2a =. = foe oe {| 4 5 S| 
Back and forth,and gai-ly sings... Hark now,— 
Eat - ing, sleeping. working, too..--- Hark now,— ; Tick-tack! tick-tack! 
Clock, we must your voice 0 - bey-.- - Hark now,— 
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dim. Pp 


ss Se es eS ae eee 


oa _*—s 
Hear the old clock say - ing,— Tick-tack! tick-tack! tick-tack! tick! 
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TICK! TOCK! 
EmILy HUNTINGTON MILLER. ELEANOR SMITH. 
Allegretto. 
= x ; Si 
Sa = 
5 = = 
1. Swing! swong! this is the way ae the pen-du-lum night and day. 
2. Swing ! swong! sure and slow Goes the pen du-lum to.. and fro. 
Sse Se 
$ -g$> aa S352 
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Tick! tock! tick! tock! Nev - er rest - ing says the clock: 
Tick! tock! tick! tock! In. the morn - ing says the clock, 


SSIs = =SEo —— 
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Time for work and time for fun, Time tosleep when day is done. 
Time to wake from slumber sweet, Time to wash and time to eat. 


Se SSS SS 


176 "iCK? TOCK !—Concluded, 
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! Hear the clock! Time to rest each lit - tle 
k! Hear the clock! Time to o - pen sleep-y 


oe ree 
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head, Time the chil- dren were in bed...-- 
eyes, Chil-dren, it is time to rise.... 
wera 


MOWING GRASS. 
EMILIE POULSBON, German Folk Song. 
ny» Moderato. mf 


Eee SS SSS SS 


1. Pe - ter, Pe - ter, quick-ly go To the fields the grass to mow; 
2. Now we thank our friends,each one,— Pe - ter for the mow-ing done, 


oe 


v ey, 
Jui - cy grass and hay so sweet, Bring them for the cow to eat. 
Li - na for the milk-ing, too, And for milk, good cow, thank you. 
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SS SS 


* Li - na, Li - na, milk the cow: Good sweet milk she gives us now, 
Thanksto all are glad -ly said: Bak - er, thankyou for the bread. 
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Pees Sele eat 
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Milk to drink with rolls or bread,— Thus the lit - tle ones are fed. 


Thanks dear Mother shallnot miss,— .Giv-en with a lov - ing kiss. 
sh ae 
ce ee eee 
so 2 + é ss 
rit. Go a tempo. | 
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* Pronounced Lee-na, 
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BECKONING THE CHICKENS, 


EmiLy HuntiIncTon MILLER. W. W. GILCHRIST. 
Moderately quick. 


SSS 


Ti-ny fin-gers in a row, Beckon to the chickens so ;— 


: — 
Down - y lit-tle chickens dear,— Fingers say, “Come here,come here, 
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178 BECKONING THE CHICKENS.—Concluded. 
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Chick ! oS otal chick! chick! ’’Fingers say,‘ Come here, come here, — 
a = 
eee Soe ao SiS aS 
+= ame 
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Pretty chickens, soft and small. Do not fear, we love you all.”.-.- 


BECKONING THE PIGEONS. 


EMILIE POULSSON. Arranged from KARL REINECKE, by ELEANOR SMITH. 
a Andantino. ai 

tA ; = i 
(Se area 


1. Oh, call the pig - eons, ba-by dear. er beckon them to you. 


a5 SS err eaee pee | 


You'll hear them an - swer lov-ing-ly, Co0-coo, coo-co0, C00 - C00- 


THE FISH IN THE BROOK. 179 


Words adapted from ‘‘Music for the Arranged from 
Kindergarten,” by ELEANOR HEERWART. Ropert KOHL, dy E.S. 


: Allegretto. s bas 
: ee i ——— 
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tal stream, 


-ry and swift in the crys 
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Dart - ing here, skimming there; grace - ful and free 


=r Sea 
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How hap-py they must be! 


180 THE FISH IN THE BROOK. 
Music adapted from 


EMILY HUNTINGTON MILLER. JOHANNES BRAHMS, by E.S. 
Oon moto. p 


= SS 


1. Mer-ry lit- tle fish - es In the brook at play, 
2. Pret-ty bod-ies curv - ing, JBend-ing like a bow, 


= —— 
ieanea : 
Ee 


Se 
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Float-ing in the shal - lows, Dart-ing swift a - way. 


Thro’ the clear bright wa - ter See them swift- ly go. 
mnt — 
=e See Se 
wes e 
Sa See eS 
mf +: 
ee 
g d = == Sees SS 
Pep By pee tle fish - es, Come and play with me. 
Hap - p sty fish - es, May we play with you? 
_K 
at SSS SS SSS] 
mf oy a 
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No, oh no! the fish- es say, That can ney - 
no! the fish- es say, That wouldnev - er Ee 


=e | 
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THE CATERPILLAR. 181 


EmiLin POULsson. ELEANOk SMITH. 
Heavily. 
= = = 
= == 
a 
1. Creep -ing, slow - ly, creep - ing, Cat - er - pil - lars 
2, Hid_- ing now and sleep - ing, In this sleep s0 
i 
z= 


mf 
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now are seen Feast - ing on the leaves so green; 
long and strange Comes to them a won - drous change; 


Creep - ing, slow - ly creep 
Sleep - ing, sound-ly sleep - - - - ing. 


Allegretto. ES 
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3. Fly - ing, light-ly fly - ing, Now the crawling time is past, 
4. Rov- ing, rest-ing, rov - ing, Hon - ey is their dain- ty fare, 


182 THE CATERPILLAR.—Concluded, 


cS oes ee 


But - - ter-flies are here at last, Fly - ing, light - ly 
Flow - ers sweet the feast. pre- pare, Rov- ing, rest - ing, 


el jae de 
ee 
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fly - ing, Fly - ing, light-ly fly - ~~ - « ing. 
rov - ing, Rov -ing, rest-ing, rov - + - - + ing. 


BUTTERFLIES, 


Kater L. Brown. ELIZABETH U. EMERSON. 
Moderato. 


= 
: = 22" = 
ane bee a anew sore can woes 
But - ter - flies, but - ter- flies Seek th lil - 


From ‘ Stories in Song,” told by Elizabeth U. Emerson, and Kate S. Brown, By arrangement 
with Oliver Ditson Co. 
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= SS 


Tose. But - ter - flies, but - ter-flies Seek the lil- y 


att 


bell, ' Rest and work till aay - light’s close. 


Sse 


THE FLYING BIRD. 


Karr L. Brown. W. W. GILcarist. 
Rather fast, but with smooth, undulating motion. 


SS = 


Ree eas lit-tle bird, in the eae - + en sun; 
5 ae lit-tle bird thro’ the sum - - mer hours, 
a= = 
eR Ces Se a = 
eS eZ 
mice aa 
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ae BeSe lit-tle bird, ’till GAVE eee is done; 
Bynes tillthe night - wind rocks.... the flow’rs; 
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Fly,... _lit-tle bird, where grass - - es play; 
‘Cages thro’ the twi - light and sil - - - ver dew 


— SS Se=S5 
-@ 
ee , eae, 
...:-. tothe blue heay’n fat. oa a-way: 
tothe nest that waits....... for you. 
SSPE : 
wt az ts 3S — | 


SEES 
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Fly! fly! fly! Fly! fly! fly! 


Fly! fly! fly! Fly! fly! 


Fes to the blne heav’n fartt 22 a - way. 


-- tothe nest that waits... for you. 
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THE TARGET. 185 


Emity HunTINGTON MILLER. FRED. FIELD BULLARD, Op. 30, No. 5. 
Andante con moto. mf 


+<— —\ —» 
=<. fe = = Sele AX = = | 
One piece this way and one piece that, And a smooth little board that is 


oe Ree 


Sh Se 
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round and flat: Drive in a peg that will hold them well, And 


Se 
here is a tar - get read - y rs oa. “What costs it?” ‘Three 
SS 

& 6. x % 
: Ses ee eS 
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ha’-pennies!” “Oh, that is much too dear, 


a SS 


For on - ly two 
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SS 


To here: “ Three ha’ -pennies is just enough,— 

Pee 
aceeecan in: —3 
=== 2 Se =e 
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buy -er must pay. Who can-not pay that must run a - way!” 


Bass 
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PAT-A-CAKE, 
EMILY HUNTINGTON MILLER. Alsatian Folk Song. 
a fae Rese = = 
— = = ; =o = a oe 
1. Come, my Ba- by, you aa —— Moth-er dear a 
2. Bak - er, is your ov - en _ hot?.-. Bake my cake but 
————— | ——— ==] ——— 
tae’ ae a et Pot 7 seo | oe = 
Se : 


PAT-A-CAKE,—Concluded, 


ae 


lit - tle cake... Roll it this way, roll it that; 

burn it not... Here’sthe ov - en hot and read - y; 

— — J cag — Sy - 
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Pat the cake all smooth and flat; Mark it there and 
Toss the cake in straightand stead-y; Bake it brown and 
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f = 2 == 
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here, And there’sa cake for Moth - er dear. 
here: See Ba - by’s cake for Moth - er dear. 


THE MILL-WHEEL. 
Kate L. Brown. CarL REINECKE. 
Allegretto. mf 


Ss == SSS 


18 The bus - y_ mill, re bus - y.. mill, It work-eth day by-.. 
2.‘*No, no!” the bus - y mill-wheel cries,‘ The ris - ing sun 


188 THE MILL-WHEEL.—Concluded. 


SE See ee 


day. Up-on_ its swift-ly turning wheel The shin-ing wa-ters 
greet. All day I turn the heav-y stones That grind the golden 


play. O mill-wheel, you will weary grow: Now stop and rest, I pray. 
wheat; And hungry children shall be glad For dai-ly bread to eat.” 


SSeS SE 


THE FARMER, 


Melody adapted from Swiss Folk Song. 
Moderato. mf ss 


i SS SS al 


1. Shall we show you how the Farmer, Shall we show you how the Farmer, 
2, Shall we show you how the Farmer, Shall we show you how the Farmer, 
3. Shall we show you how the Farmer, Shall we show you how the Farmer, 
4. Shall we show you how the Farmer, Shall we show you how the Farmer, 


SS aaa 
= oS eee 


Con pedale. 


Saas 
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Shall we show you how the Farm-er sows his bar- ley and wheat? 
Shall we show you how the Farm-er mows his bar-ley and wheat? 
Shall we show you how the Farm-er threshes bar-ley and wheat? 
Shall we show you how the Farm-er sifts his bar-ley and wheat? 


Look, ‘tis thus the bus-y Farm-er, Look, ’tis thus the bus-y Farm-er, 
Look, ’tis thus the bus-y Farm-er, Look, ’tis thus the bus-y Farm-er, 
Look, 'tis thus the bus-y Farm-er, Look, ‘tis thus the bus-y Farm-er, 
Look, ‘tis thus the bus-y Farm-er, Look, ’tis thus the bus-y Farm-er, 


Look, ‘tis thus the bus-y Farm-er sows his 
Look, ’tis thus the bus-y Farmer mowshis bar - ley and wheat. 
Look, ’tis thus the bus-y Farm-erthresh-es bar - ley and wheat. 
Look, ’tis thus the bus-y Farm-er sifts his bar - ley and wheat. 


Lee SS Se eee 


190 THE BIRD’S NEST. : 


Kate L. Brown. Arranged from ROBERT Kont, by E. S. 


Where tke wild rose spreads its bow - ers, Hides a_ nest 


— 


Two pretty eggsI hold with care. Soon lit-tle birdies out will creep, 


=a Se eee ee 


Crying, peep, peep, Mother dear, peep,— We love you, peep! 


IN A HEDGE. 191 


FROEBEL. E.S. 
Andantino. p 


= SS === 


. In a hedgejust where ’tis best, Moth -er.. bird has 
2. The eggs are hatch’d,and we can hear Two  ti-ny birds cry, 
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built her nest. Two small eggs she lays, speckled and blue, 
“Moth-er dear.” Near them let.... us soft - ly creep, 
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Sits there many days, warm and true; Sits there many days, warm and true. 
While the birdlings cry “ Peep,peep!” While the birdlings cry ‘‘Peep, peep !” 


From “ Song's for Little Children,"’ for the Kindergarten and Primary Schools, by Eleanor Smith. 
Publishers; Milton Bradley Co., Springfield, Mass.; Thomas Charles Co., 21x-ara, Wabash Avenug 


Chicago. With permission of author and publishers. 


192 THE BIRD’S NEST. 


EmILy HuntTIncTON MILLER. W. W. GILcuRIST. 


In moderate time, and with an easy swing. 
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Here’s a pret-ty cra-dle nest, Snugand warm and round; 
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Cuddled in its Paes aye bed, Lit - tle nestling birds we found. 
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Stay! stay! the birdies say, Moth - er, fly not a-way, 
iS 
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aS SS 


Moth-er waits and watches near. 


Dear! dear! O nev-er fear, 
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Peep! peep, dear, sodear; Hush! hush! do not fear, 
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Hush! my ba -_ bies, do not fear. 

— 
= Sawer 
= = aa 4] 
7 aN ES ‘ 
——— | 
Ts 


WHAT DOES LITTLE BIRDIE SAY? 


TENNYSON. 


E.S 
SM) collaot Hae 
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1. What does lit-tle bir - die say, In her nest at peep of day? 
2. What does lit-tle ba - by say, In her bed at peep of day? 
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‘ 


Ze thee SS 
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“Let me fly,” says lit- tle bir-die, ‘Mother, let me fly a way.’ 
Ba - by says, like lit - tle bir-die, ‘‘ Let = rise and fly a- way. 


‘3 ea 
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194 WHAT DOES LITTLE BIRDIE SAY ?—Concluded. 
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“Pir-die, rest a lit- tle lon-ger, ‘Till the lit - tle wings are stronger.” 
“Ba - by, sleep a lit - tle lon-ger, ‘Till the lit -tle limbs are stronger.” 


So she rests a lit - tle lon-ger, ‘Then she flies, she flies a- way. 
If shesleepsa lit - tle lon-ger, Ba - by, too, ‘shall fly a- way. 
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LULLABY. 
J. W. ELviort. 
Andante con moto. as 
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y Whee Eee little Birdie bye-bye goes, 
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Qui - et as mice in church-es, He puts hishead where no one knows, 
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When lit-tle Ba - by bye-bye goes, 
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perch - es. 


On Mama’s arm re - pos - ing; Soon he mcs be - neath ee clothes, Safe 
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in the cra-dle doz - ing. 
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196 LULLABY.—Continued. 
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When pretty Pus - sy 


goes to sleep, Tail and nose to- geth-er, Then lit-tle mice a - 
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sh - er. When lit-tle Ba - by 
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rall. 
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soft - ly creep, That Ba- by may not hear us. ex - by! 
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BIRD THOUGHTS. 


Author Unknown. W. W. GILcHRIsT. 
Briskly. 
eS ee 
1.I lived first in a_ lit- ‘a house, And lived there ver - y 
_2. One day E fluttered from the nest, To see what I could 
= ss 
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well;..-.. Thought the world was ver - y,; ver - y small, 
find;.... Said the world is sure - ly made of leaves, 
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I lived next 
I at length 
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And made of pale-blue 
it have been ver - y 


SSS =i 


in a~ lit - tle nest, Nor need-ed an -y oth - er; 
flew be-yond the tree, Quite fit for grownup - la - bors; 
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Tho't the world whol-ly made of straw, And brooded by my moth - er. 
Idon’tknow howtheworldismade, Andneither do my neigh- bors. 


THE FLOWER BASKET. 
Karr L. Brown. R. Kou. 


. — {fs} 
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nches slender, With their leaves so green and ten-der, 
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200 THE FLOWER BASKET. 


EmILy HUNTINGTON MILLER. ELEANOR SMITH. 
Allegretto. p N 


ee Se a 


Weave the lit - tle bask - et, fill it up with po - sies, 


SS eee 
Pe (Ss 
Laan es 


oe ee ee ee ee 


Ros - es from the gar - den blos-soms from the wood, 


———— 


Give it to the fa - ther, dear and kind and good; 


i 
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la la la, la la la la, 
a ee 
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poco rit. 


= SS es Se Se zi 


the fa - ther, dear and kind and good. 


: : ae 
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THE PIGEON -HOUSE, 


EMILY HUNTINGTON MILLER. RoserT KOnL, arr. dy E. S. 
Moderato. 


7S SS 


O see my pigeon- hedselas high! My pret-ty pig - eons haste to fly; 


Mi ey 


lay hit 
er a8. 
5s 
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And when they come back to rest atmght, a - gain I close my 


| I 
te 
+ +— 
—— = = = 
i ie 
- 
eS el 
pigeon-house tight, Coo, coo, -. coo, c00,- . Coo, C00, C00, C00, COO, CO0.. 
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NAMING THE FINGERS, 


Laura E. RICHARDS. French Folk Song. 
Andante non troppo. mf dolce. 


= 6 eo 

s — SS ae 
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1. This is lit-tle Tommy Thumb, Round and smooth as a- ny pi, 

2. This is might-y To- by Tall: He’s the ps gest one of all. 


SSS 


teas See 


This is bus-y Pe-ter Baines! Sure-ly he’s a dou - ble - joint-er, 
This is dain-ty Reu-ben Ring; He’s too fine for a - ny- thing. 
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, rall, 
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3. And this lit-tle weeone,may be, Is the pret-ty Fin-ger Ba-by. 


£ raul 
q S- @ + e- 
1h pe = ————F ie + = : = 


Bus - y Fin-gers in a row. 


All the five we’ve counted now, 


@ tempo — 
fpr es ee ee 


How to work and how to pitaulebeeh ela tens 


Ev -’ry Fin - ger knows the way, 


=== pee aie == 
Eas Ey == a 


lento ¢ marcato. 


ey 


But to-geth-er they work best, Each one help-ing all the rest. 
lento e marcato. 


et oD 


204 THE GREETING. 


EMILIE POULSSON. Adapted from a Scotch Folk Song. 
Allegretto. mf 


Se ray 


Now see them here, these friends so dear, As they to-geth-er meet,-- 


ee 
eee 


-* o =e 


With bows po - lite and fac - es bright, Each oth - er they will greet. 


THUMBS AND FINGERS SAY, “GOOD MORNING.” 205 


Words adapted from FROEBEL. E.S. 
Allegro vivace. mf 


; { 
2 
Thumbs and fin - gers say, “Good- morn-ing, ’Tis a ver - y 
Bi ‘= = = = cs = ® =A 
zs ia 2 
—<— a mf eee 


2S SS Se See 


pleas- ant day;” Lit - tle point- ers bow po - lite - ly, 


a 


Tall men nod and smile so bright-ly; While the rest with 


eee === = 
reas 
joy - ful greet-ing, All theirlit - tle friends are meet - ing. 
N 
——=—t 
SS Seed 
se yet ae 
"LO AUM . 22. --- ee ence ee en cere ee ae eeeeees 
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From “ Songs for Little Children,” for the Kindergarten and Primary Schodls, by Eleanor Smith. 
Publishers : Milton Bradley Co., Springfield, Mass. ; Thos. Charles Co., Chicago. With permission 
of author and publishers. 
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EMILIE POULSSON. W. W. GILcHRIST. 
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is the lov - ing Moth - er, Al- ways good, 
ee Se at 

a | | z Se 4 @ je 
rp eee ees = 
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al - ways dear; This isthe bus- y Fa - ther, 


Al - ways brave, 


is the mer - ry broth 


This is thegen- tle sis - ter, 
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This isthe Ba-by small............... Here,then,they all to - 


geth - er glad - ly meet, glad - ly meet; 


All com- Tecate all com-plete. 


Sees 
= =—=—.— a 
THE FAMILY. 
EMILIE POULSSON. EuPHEMIA M. PARKER. 
Lento ma non troppo. mp dolce. (The Refrain after a French Folk Song.) 


¥—_& — St ! + 
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This is the lov -ing Moth - er, Al- ways good and _ dear;.- 


ee 


mp dolce. 


THE FAMILY.—Continued. 


a a SiS 
— ae : 
'Yhis is the bus -y Fa - ther, Brave and full of cheer; ~ 
SS ease 
o—_a__2—® 4 —4 aS t 
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This is. the mer - ry Broth - pom Grown so strongand tall;...- 
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i o Sl 
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Saree 


whe i Sis 3 This the Ba - by — small. 
Sen _ me 
Sas Segal 
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gee ee eee | 


And here they all 


to- geth - er meet, This whole ahi fam-i - 


ly complete. 


git 220s bees == sie Se 
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J’ REFRAIN, animato. 


= o@ 
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This hap - py, hap- py fam - i- ly, They love each oth- er well;.. 


ia aa 


saBeo = 


fe =e Se ee WSS 


This hap- py, hap - py fam - i - Be In joy and peace they dwell. 
o sie 
a2 a4 —— 


THE FAMILY, 
EMILIE POULEsSON. Austrian Folk Song. 
, Allegretto. 


=—— + 
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Moth - er, With Ba- by wee, one fam - i - 


a a = === 
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1, for right hand. 
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+2. The Aunt and Un - cle 


ae SS — 

4 => 
= | 
a eee — 
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now _we see, And lit - tle Cous-ins, one—two—three: And 


_ EE os 
= aa aaa 
Sey 


(SS SS 


this good fam - i - ly is found In hap - py _ love 


SS i 


geth - er bound, In love to - geth - er bound. 


a 
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+ 2, for left hand. 


NUMBERING THE FINGERS. 211 


Emiuie Poutsson. Adapted from a French Folk Song. 


Moderato. mf A A ae 
= a = aE — 


oe 
The Thumb is_ one, The Point-cr two, The Mid-dle Fin -ger 


SSS 
= 


A 
= moe | 


“oe 
Ring Fin-ger four, Lit-tle Fin-ger five, And that is all you 


Now we have put them rp ae, 


ia =e el ans == 
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qui-et sleep to take, And soft-ly sing a Jul - la - by, 


CER a 
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- cresc. mp dim. 
\— — = S56 eee ee ee ee ee ae SE 
a 2 ney SSS SSS See eS 
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Lest they too ear-ly wake: Lul-la - by, lul-la - by, lul-la - 
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(LULLABY. Peruvian Slumber Song.) 
am mf ma dolce. 
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Adapted from FROERBEL, E.S. 
Andante sostenuto. p 


ee | 


Now go to sleep, my Thumbkin, so clum- sy and strong; And 


SS SSS SS 
: pe oon ass 
2 SSS 


you, Point-ing Fin - ger, you’ve worked all day long. You 


aoe = 


are nod-ding your head; And 
' N 

Te wo cs! 
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Ring Fin - ger, wag ke $ - Jy for bed. Then 


214 . GO TO SLEEP, THUMBKIN.--Concluded. 


night, lit - tle chil - dren; a i for each one. 


== 


FIVE IN A ROW. 


Adapted from REINKCKE. 
Allegretto. 
aS 

Gi = —o = 

1. Five lit - tle maid ens all. . row, 

2. Four lit - tle bob -o - links | sit- ting ii a tree, 

3. Three lit - tle ros - - @8 in the gar-den bed, 

4, Two lit tle hon-ey bees on a _ clo-ver bloom, 

5. One iit - tle mou - - sie din-ing at his ease, 


= = _==-—— 
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From “Songs for Little Children,” for the Kindergarten and Primary Schools, by Eleanor Smith, 
Publishers: Milton Bradley Co., » Springfield, Mass. ; Thomas Charles Co., 211-213, Wabash Avenue 
Chicago. With permission of author and publishers. 
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SS Sg 


Stand-ing there so straightand still, with hands be - hind them, 


Sing - ing mer - ry roun - de - lays, hap - py ass can 
Grow-ing up so fresh and sweet, yel - low, white and 
For two lit - tle hon - ey - bees there is hard - ly 
daint - y, daint-y meal is _ his, of white bread and 


Now one a- way is skip-ping as fast as she can 


be; Now one a-way is fly - ing, his lit - tle mate to 
red ; But now the gard’ner’s scis-sors have snipp’d off one wee 
room; Nowone has fill’d his pock - ets and flies. . off. . 


off he scam- ee he hears the kit - 


cheese; Now swift-ly 


3 See 


go, Leaving four lit-tle maid - ens’ standing in a _ row. 
see, Leavingthreelit-tle bob-o-links  sit-ting in a tree. 
head, Leaving two lit tle ros - - es in the gar-den bed. 
home, Leaving one lit tle hon-ey - bee on a clov-er bloom, 
sneeze,Leaving no. lit- tle mou-sie, and such a lit - tle cheese! 


216 FINGER PIANO. 


Kate L. Brown. Music arranged from CARL RRINECEKE, by E. S. 
, Moderato. 


cs as OS 
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— — 


1. Rippling, sparklingin the sun, See the laughing brook-lets run: 
2. Nowthe mer-ry lark on high Car-ols sweet-ly from the sky; 
3. Thus the hand, so smalla_ thing, Still maysweetest mu - sic bring; 


a a > = — =| 
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Tell me, brooklet, in yourplay, Tellthe song you sing to - day; 
Wide he spreadshis flutt’ring wings, Showing gladness as he sings; 
Fin-gers, you must movea - long, Youmayhelpto make the song; 


Up and down the fin - gers go, Brooklets singing as they flow. 
Up and down the fin - gers go, ’Tis thelark’ssonghere be - low. 
Up and down the fin - gers go, Wak-en mu-sic sweetand low. 
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Laura E. RICHARDS. Old French Lullaby. 
Andantino. p 


1. Five lit - tle chil - dren, Bus - y» all the day; 


Light goes and night comes,—Sleep-y now are they. 


2. Say the pray’r soft - ly, Close the _ tired eyes; 
. Hap-py, hap- py chil-dren, Fast a - sleep are you; 


Sis Ss Se ee Ss 

te _—e— te ————————— 
May our Heav’nly Fa - ther Watch us till we rise. 
Dropthe head,.. go to bed: We are sleep-y too. 
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218 THE BABY AND THE MOON, 
Adapted from FROEBEL, by Kare S. KELLoGe. E.S. 


Allegretto. p Legato. Ze, 
— £ “2 | 
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out the greatsky!” ‘‘Ba - by-kin, ba- by-kin, down far be- low, 


I hear thee call-ing, - I hear thee call- Site searing I hear thee call- ing, f neer Dea ee 


Seerre | 


n-not go. 
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aS eS i ee 


But La-dy moon sendeth thee 


oy poco rit. nego a tempo. , 
a SS 


2s oe Se 


In her house dark ar plue, though she must stay, Kind- ad Ly new Ree she’ll watch Star 


a ae ar ry =e 


From ‘‘ Songs for Little Children," for the Kindergarten and Primary Schools, by Eleanor Smith. 
Publishers: Milton Bradley Co., Springfield. Mass. ; Thos. Charles Co., Chicago. With permission 
of author and publishers, 


220 O LOOK AT THE MOON. 


Mrs. Foizen. W. W. GILcHRIsT. 
About Waltz Time. 
Poa 


sateeeesf s (au. <the, Moon), ....- She is shin 
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SS Ss 


there. . a star,.... Closeby her,...... and may be....... That 


SS eae ook eS 
=a aa ae 
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- THE LITTLE MAIDEN AND THE STARS. 


EmILy HUNTINGTON MILLER. GEORGE L. Oscoop. 
* Moderato and Sweetly 


SSS SS SS 


1. Now the stars be - gin to peep, In the sky so pure and bright; 

2. See the moth-er star so dear! With her lit-tle chil-dren small, 

8.“ Mother star! I wish I knew How your ba-bies go to _ bed; 

4, Come,my darling! while you sleep On your pil-low soft and white, . 
ee 


222 THE LITTLE MAIDEN AND THE STARS.—Concluded. 


as 
See ee 
= ; 
Ba - by soonmustgo to sleep, She must bid the stars good-night: 
And the fa - ther watching near, Pret-ty stars! I love you all! 


Do theyrun as chickens do, Hi¢ -ing ev - ’ry yel - low head? 
Stars will thro’ your win-dow peep, _Srvling, ‘Ba - by, dear, good-night! 


a= 


Lit - tle feet are tired of play, Come, my dar-ling,come a- way! 
When I shut my eyes to sleep, All thenight your watch you keep; 
Do you tuck them soft anddeep In a fleec-y cloud to sleep? 
Sweet-ly dreams and safe-ly rest In yourpret-ty cra - dle nest! 


Lit - tle feet are tired of play, Come, my darling, come a - way! 
WhenI shut my eyes to sleep, All the nightyour watch you keep. 
Do youtuckthem softand deep, In a _ fleec-y cloud to sleep? 
Sweetly dreams and safely rest In yourpret-ty cra - dle nest!” 


atempo. poco rit. —— 


THE CHILD AND THE STAR, 223 
-pinaati teed con moto e tranquillo. J. W. Evtyorr. 


Si SSP SSS 


1. Lit - tle star that shines so bright, Come and peep at me to - night, 
2. Lit- tle star! O tell me, pray, Where you hide yourself all day? 
8. Lit - tle Child! at you I peep While youlie so fast a - sleep; 
4, For I’ve ma- ny friends n high, Liv-ing with me in the sky, 


For I of - ten watchfor you In the pret-ty sky so blue. 
Have yougot a home like me, And a_ fa- ther kind to see? 
But when morn be-gins to break, I my homeward jour-ney take. 
And a lov -ing Fa -ther, too, Whocommands whatI'm to do. 


TWINKLE, TWINKLE LITTLE STAR, 
+ elds moderato, J. W. Evuiorr. 
m, 


1. Twin - kle, twin-kle, lit - tle star, How I won-der what you are! 


224 TWINKLE, TWINKLE, LITTLE STAR.—Continued. 
P poco rit. 


== SS 


a-bove the world so high, Like a dia-mond in the sky. 
(SER LN WE 


Pp poco rit. 


Up 


2. When the blaz-ing sun is gone, When he noth-ing shines up- on, 
3. Then. the trav-’ler in the dark ‘Thanks you for your ti - ny spark: 
ee 


Then you show your lit - tle light, T'win-kle, twin-kle, all the night. 
How couldhe see whereto go, If youdid not twin-kle so? 


= : 
4,In the darkblue sky you keep, Oft - en through my curtains peep, 
5. As your brightand ti - ny spark Lights thetrav’ler in the Rar 
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Pp poco rit. 


For you nev-er shut youreye, Till the sun is in the sky. 
Though I know not what you are, Twin-kle, twin-kle, lit - tle star. 


stars are ti - ny sies high, 
star buds blos - som in the night, And 
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ie os 
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Ope-ning and shut-ting in the sky, While dai-sies are the 
love the moons calm, ten-der light,But dai-sies bloom out 


From “‘ Songs for Little Children,'' for the Kindergarten and Primary Schools, by Eleanor Smith. 
Publishers: Milton Bradley Co., Springfield, Mass.; Thos. Charles Co., Chicago. With permissiog 
ef author and publishers. 


226 STARS AND DAISIES.—Concluded. 


ee | 


stars be - low, Twink - ling and spark-ling as they grow, 
in the day,” Watch - ing the Hes sun on his way. 


z r= === eal 
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THE LIGHT BIRD. 
Arranged from ROBERT KOHL, by E. S. 


SS 


1. O pret - ty bird, 0 shin - cee O bright bird on the wall! 
2. The pret- ty bird, theshin - ing bird That ‘flies up-on the wall! 


oe 


Sa 


OQ pret - tybird,O shin - ing bird, Be still and hear my call! 
Is made of lightall pureand Dright, It can-not hear your call; 


a will you fly  a- way, a Why won’t you come and play, a 
No hand can cae the light bird, The pret- ty bird, the bright bird! 
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SS el 


O pret - ty bird,O shin -ingbird, O brightbird on the wall! 
But eyes may catch and hearts may hold The lightbirdon the wall! 


———_= — 
Por Regal 


THE LIGHT BIRD. 


ELIZABETH CHARLES LE B¢( URGEOIS. ELEANOR SMITH. 


Lightly. ; 
: SSS ee 
@ ~ - 
SS 
0 bir - die, gleam-ing on the wall, Gleam- ing, gleam - ing, 


———— 
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Are you com-ing when I call, Or... am I dreaming? 


eZ : 
eZ f jae ae i ad es 
Tis the light bird, A. ver - y bright bird, That is gleaming on the wall, 
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THE SHADOW RABBIT. 


Laura E. RICHARDS. Child Song (Old French). 
Moderato. mf 


Rab-bit! Ho, the Rab-bit! See the Rab-bit on the wall, 
Rab-bit sits up- right, Munching grass with all his might, 
Rab-bit cow-ers now; Suresomedan-ger low-ers now. 


Pricks his ears, for that’s his hab-it; Pricks them up and lets them fall. 
See him wrin-kle up his ~ nose... What’sthat for, do you sup-pose? 
See, the Hun- ter withhis gun.. Thinkshe’s going to have some fun. 
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Pret-ty Rab-bit, stay now; Comewith me and play now. 
Broth-er Rab-bit, shall I feed you? No, my dear, I do not need you. 
Puff, puff, puff! The bul-lets fly-ing! Is our Rab-bit real-ly dy -ing? 


No, ah no, he will not stay: Up he jumpsand springs a - way. 
Rab-bits made up - on the wall Feed themselves, or not at all. 
Not a bit, for see him run! Rab-bits, too, can have their fun. 


t THE LITTLE WINDOW. 


Emity Huntincton MItier. W. W. GitcnRrist, 
Briskly and adel 


1, Peek - a-boo, peek - a-boo light,.... bean - ti- ful, beau - ti- ful 
2. Peek - a-boo, peek - a-boo _ light,.-.. beau - ti- ful, beau - ti- fal’ 
8. Peek - a-boo, peek - a-boo _light,..-. beau - ti- ful, beau - ti - ful 


230 THE LITTLE WINDOW.—Concluded. 


eects Shin -ing so clear thro’ my win - dow bright; 
light!...... Mak - ing the fields and mead-ows so _ bright; 
light!...... Love is the sun-shine that makes the heat bright; 
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Down from the sky, soft - ly you fly; Peek - a- boo light, 
Flow’rsin the grass smile as you pass; Peek - a- boo light, 
Pure we would be, shin -ing like thee; Peek - a- boo light, 


beau - ti - ful light, Peek - a- boo, beau - ti - ful, beau-ti - ful light. 
beau - ti - ful light, Peek - a- boo, beau - ti - ful, bean-ti - ful light. 
beau - ti - ful light, Peek - a- boo, beau - ti - ful, beau-ti - ful light. 


THE WINDOW. 231 


GrEorGE H. PAGE. ELEANOR SMITH. 
Tranquillo. 


2S == = ea 


1. Come, love - ly light, and shine on_ us, And makes us warm and bright; 
2. Dear child, the sun has sent me down To make an - oth - er day, 


You shine on us, we'll gaze on you, For day has conquered night. 
And help ae tread the path of right, By light-en - ing your way. 


ere oe 


In thank-ful praise of your bright rays, We wee our hap - py voic - es, 
In thank-ful aie of his bright rays, Then lift your hap -py voice - es, 


— == SS aS 
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i poco rit. 
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For you love us and we love you, And all the world re - joio - es. 
For you love him and he loves you, And all the world re - joic - es. 


282 TRANSFORMATION GAME, 


EmiLiz POuLsson. ELEANOR SMITH. 

: Moderato. a 
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1. How beau-ti - ful! how joy - ous Our cir- cle large and wide! Where 
2.Up in thesky a-bove us The love-ly_ stars ap - pear, Our 
3. How beau-ti - ful! how joy - ous! A wreath we now have bound, In 


ma- ny hap-py chil-dren, Move gai-ly side by side. How 
cir- cle now is chang-ing, Be- hold a _ star is here. A 
love and joy wu - nit - ed, We gai-ly dance a - round. And 


beau - ti - ful! how joy - ous Thesmall-er cir - cles, too, Where 
crown we noware mak-ing, As sing-ing still we go, And 
now the larg-er cir - cle, We wel-comeonce a - gain, Tho’ 
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*round we go with sing - ing, As we all love to do. 
this is for our pa ~- rents, Ourgrate-ful love to show. 
star and wreath have van - ished, U - ni - ted we re-main. 


THE CHARCOAL-BURNER. 


EmMILy HUNTINGTON MILLER. FRED. FIELD BULLARD, Op. 30, No.1. 
Andante moderato. f 
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1. Oh, why does the Char - coal - burn - er stay 
2. The Char-coal - burn - er is black and _ grim, But 


rall. = a tempo. 
—— 
SS SS 


Up in the woods by night and day? He chops the trees and he 
thanksfor his work we owe to him. He chops the trees with a 


234 THE CHARCOAL-BURNER.—Concluded. 


piles the wood, Andburns it slow to the char-coal good. The 
whack, whack,whack, And burnsthe wood to the char- coal black. 


SS 


Blacksmith's hammer goes “‘ Kling, klang, kling; Char-coal, char - coal 
Knives and ax - es, shov-els and rakes, Shoes forthe po - ny the 


= 
— 
hur-ry and bring, For how can I shoe _ the po - ny’s 
Black - smithmakes. The bel - lows blow and the ham - mers 


SSS SS == 
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feet, With - out ‘good char - coal the iron to heat ? 
beat, But he must have char - coal the iron to heat. 


THE CARPENTER. 235 
EMILIE POULSSON. W. W. GILCHRIST. 
st So =a 
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the Car-pen-ter, At his work he stands, Ob, the wonders 


+ rd @ 


236 THE CARPENTER.—Concluded. 
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is the Car - pen- ter, At his work he stands, 
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Oh, the won-ders he can do With his skil - ful hands! 
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THE CARPENTER. 


EMILIE POULSSON. EvupHemia M. PARKER. 
Con moto giojoso. mf Arr. by F. F. BULLARD. 
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. Bu - sy is the Car-pen-ter; At his work he stands. 
. By his work the crook-ed soon Straightand e - ven grows; 
. So the Car-pen - ter at last All to- geth-er brings; 


SSS 


Oh, the won-ders he ‘can do ‘With his skil - ful hands! 
Curv’d he chang-es in - to flat; Wondrous skill he shows. 
Nails the boards and tim-bers fast; How his ham - mer rings! 
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Saw -ing now, the long boards Short-er soon he makes, 
Thus he worksso bus-i- ly, But we hear him say, 
Thus a co- sy house he builds Where the child may live, 


(SS Se 


And the rough is quick-ly smoothed When the plane he takes. 
“Here a boardand there a board: Pray, what use are they?” 
And for this the grate-ful child Love and thanks will give. 


JLB Rap, rap, rap, rap, rap! 
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is the Car - pen - ter, At his work he stands; 
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% These measures may be repeated ad lib. or omitted entirely. 
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the won-ders he can do With his skil- ful hands! 


THE BRIDGE. 


EmMILiE POULSSON. ELEANOR SMITH. 
Andantino. 


SS 


1. The brookis flow-ing mer - ri- ly, Its wa-ters soft-ly glide; 
2. But dark the wa - ter flows be-tween, The stream is deep and wide; 
8. All thanks to you, good Car - pen- ter, The child calls out in glee, 


ee 


A lit - tle child looks long- ing-ly Be - yondits rippling tide. 
No way the lit - tle childcanfind To reach the oth -er side. 
Now I canreachthe oth- er side Where I have longed to be. 
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A-cross the brook are pret - ty ferns,And oh! such lovely moss! 
But soon there comes a Car - pen-ter, Who works with busy hands, 
So on the bridge the hap-py child Runs back and forth at will, 
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And flow’rs that seem to nod at him And beckon him a - cross. 
And builds a bridge that safe and strong A - bove the wa - ter stands. 
Al- though be-neath so deep and wide, The brook is flow - ing still. 
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THE JOINER. 


Nora A. SMITH. Arranged from ROBERT KORL. 
Andante non troppo. mf 
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1. Plane, plane, plane; Join -er, fol-low the grain. 
2. Strong, strong, strong ; Push the plane a- long. 
> > 
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Smooth as silk the ta - ble grows; Not a break the fi - bre shows. 
Make the bench all glos-sy white; Not a splin-ter leave in sight. 
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Plane, plane, plane; Join - er, fol-low the grain. 
Plane, plane, plane; Join - er, fol-low the grain. 
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THE FARMYARD. 


Caro A. DUGAN. Adapted from two French Folk Songs. 
Con moto. 
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+} = st 
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. Oh, see the gate! It o - pens wide. Quick, my chil - dren, 
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step in- side. The farm-yard birds and beasts we'll see, All good 
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friends to you and me. 2. The pret-ty pig-eons in the sun, 
3. The ducks are swimming round and round, 
4. Just see the tur - key strutting by,— 
5. The lit - tle lambs are cry - ing now, 
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Coo, coo, coo, coo. The lit - tle colts now past us run; 


Quack, quack, quack, quack.The moth-er hen a worm has found; 
Gobble-obble, gobble-obble. The pigs are grunt-ing in their sty ; 


Ma-a, ma-a, ma-a, ma-a. The dog joins in the Bow, wow, wow; 
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The so - ber cows all watch the fun, And say, Moo-00, moo-oo. 
The chickens run a - cross the ground,And cry, Pee-eep, pee-eep. 
The roost-er from his perch on high, Cries, Cock - a -dvo - dle- doo. 
The old sheep standing by the plow, Says, Baa, baa-aa, baa-aa. 
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% Imitate here the actual cries of the animals instead of using the syllables. 
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THE GARDEN-GATE. 


Emity HuntInNcTon MILLER. W. W. GILCHRIST. 
Rather quick. 
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1. Pretty gar - den- gate, we pray you, O - pen wide and let us go; 
2.In the wind so gen-tly rock-ing, Here the Moth-er - rose is seen; 
3. Darling vio - lets, are you hid-ing In the grass your eyes so blue? 
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ey - a; 
SS ee 
SSS SS 


Where the mer-ry fountain dance - es, Where the sweet, white lilies grow. 
And her ba - by - buds are pesp-ing ‘hro’ their blankets soft and green. 
Nev - er fear that we shall leave you, We will ou - ly smile on you. 


THE GARDEN-GATE.—Concluded. 243 


ee eee 


O- pen, pret - ty gate, we pray, O- pen flow'rs for now ’tis day. 
Ba - by-buds! make haste to grow, While the sum - mer breez-es blow. 
Ros-es red, and lil-ies white, Wiolets sweet, good-bye, good-night. 
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Last verse,—dying away. 
SS ee eer eral 


good - - bye, good - - - = night....... 


= gues =a aes aul 


bye, 


THE LITTLE GARDENER. 


Laura E. RICHARDS. Hungarian Folk Song. 
Tempo di Valse Lento. 
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= 
1. Come, chil-dren, with me to the gar-den a - way! 
2. “ All thanks, lit - tle chil-dren,”’ each bud seems to say... 
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The plants are all wait-ing our com-ing to - day. 
All thanks for the love that you show us _ to - day. 


SS = 
In heat and in sun-shine is droop-ing each  leaf,... 
Now beau- ty and per- fume shall bless you each  one.... 


But the chil-dren are com-ing to bringthem re - lief, 
In lov- ing re- turn, for the good you have done, 
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Trinkle - trink! Trinkle -trink! How the drops chime and wink! 
Twinkle-twink! Twinkle-twink! Nowlikestars see us wink! 
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As the oor thirst-y plants hold their headsup to drink! 
For.... ind - ness brings kind-ness,—so flow -ers all think.” 


THE LITTLE GARDENER. 
Kater L. Brown. Can. REINECKE. 
Allegretto grazioso. 
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1.Un- der the giow-ing sun, Buds o -pen one py _ one. 
_2. Tink-ling the wa - ters run, Now that their work is done, 


“Come! we _ are thirst - y,” The dear blos-soms cry! 
Out roll the blos-soms, The sun- shine to grees: 
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Hast - en the 


children’s feet, ‘‘Yes, we are com - ing, sweet,” 
“Let 


us your care re-pay, Bloomfor you day by day, 
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Sweet lit tle soms, Dust - y 
the pet al Glow - ing and _ sweet. 


LITTLE ANNIE’S GARDEN. 


Mrs. FOLLEN. ELFRANOR SMITH. 
Allegretto con moto. fs 
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bya ate a= -—s o =e 
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1.In lit - tle An -nie’s gar - den Grew all sorts of pe - sies, 
2. Sweet peas and morn-ing glo - ries, A bed of vio - lets blue, 
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There were pinks and mig - non-ette, Andtu -  - lips andros -es. 
And mar - i - golds andas-ters In An - nie’s gar - den grew. 
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There the bee... went for hon - ey, And the humming birds _ too, 
And there a - mong her flow-ers, Ev - ery bright and pleasant day, 
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And there the pretty but - ter-flies Andla -_ - dy - birds flew. 

In her own pretty gar - den, Lit-tle An-nie went to play. 
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THE LITTLE PLANT. 
Kate L: Brown. W. W. GILCHRIST. 
Smoothly, and moderately slow. 
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the heart of a_ seed, Bur -ried deep, so deep! 


A dear lit- tle plant 
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Of rain-drop bright, 
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Then the lit-tle plant heard, And a Sg to se 
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What the won-derful! won-der-ful Out-side world must be. 


fee St re ee eal 


& 
THE WHEEL-WRIGHT. 
EMILY HUNTINGTON MILLER. ELEANOR SMITH. 
Moderato. N 
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1. March to - geth-er andnev-er stop, Here we go to the 
2. This is the\au - ger, slim and long, Turn’d by the wheel-wright’s 
3. These are the spokes all shap’d a - right, This is the hub that 
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Wheel-wright’s shop. Wheel-wright! show us the way you do, 
hands so strong, Straight and steal- y the an - ger goes, And 
holds them tight, This is the rim of i- ron and wood, To 
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Mak - ing the wheel so round and true, Turn-ing fast and 
smooth and true the hole it.. grows, Turn-ing stead-y and 
fin - ish my wheel so use - fuland good, Turn-ing fast and 


ses Fine. 
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turning slow,This is the way the wheel must go. 
turning slow, This is the way the auger must go. 
turning slow, This is the way the wheel must go. 
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EMILY HUNTINGTON MILLER. ELEANOR SMITH. 


Allegretto marcato 
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Gal-lop-ing fast and gal - lop-ing free, Who comes rid-ing so 
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What do you seek, good Knight, to- day ay: “O- ver the world we 
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“This isthe child so dear, Brave Knights, you see him here!” 
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lop, and gal - lop, and g7« lop a - way. 
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THE KNIGHTS AND THE BAD CHILD. 


EmILy Huntincron MILuEn. ELEANOR SMITH. 
Allegretto marcato. 
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Here come rid-ing theknightsso gay: A - ny good chil - dren 
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here to-day Read - y to ride a trumpet in hand, 
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Adagio. 
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Sor, 
vis - it the hap-py chil-dren’s land? Ah, brave knights you will 
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be sad To know thatmy child is self-ish and bad. 
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It  grieves me much to say..--.-- He ‘can - not ride to - 
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way, and a-way we ride so slow! 


THE KNIGHTS AND THE MOTHER. 
EmILty HUNTINGTON MILLER. E.S. 
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1. Jin-gle, jin-gle, jin- gle; Hop! hop! hop! 
2. Nev-er fear, my darling! Look, and see, 
f 
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See, the Knights are passing, Stop! O.... stop! Now my child is 
All the Knights are smiling. Smil-ing at me. You shall stay with 
—— 
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hap - py, Gen-tle, good and true, He can go a- rid- ing, a- 
Moth-er, Till you old-er grow, Then my bon-ny sol - dier a - 
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rid - ing with you. Rid - ing, a - rid - ing o- ver hill and dell, 
rid - ingshall go. Rid - ing, a - rid - ing o - ver hill and dell, 
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But bring him back at eve - ning, Be-cause we love him well. 
Butyou'llcome back at eve - ning, Be-cause we love him well. 


THE KNIGHTS AND THE MOTHER. 
Emity HUNTINGTON MILLER. ELEANOR SMITH. 


Allegretto con moto, mf 
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ibm hear the bu- gle sound-ing, So mer - ry and so. clear; 
2, You can- not havemy dar- ling, So do _ not lin-ger here. 
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The knights come gai-ly rid - ing, They want thee, child, I fear. 
Safe’ in my heart Ill keep him, He is so good and dear. 
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Now hide thee quick, my dar - ling, And nes - tle close to me, 
Now do not tar- ry lon - ger, But swift-ly ride a- way; 


For uot one dim- pled fin - ger The gal - lant knights shall see. 
Peep out and smile, my lad - die, And bid the knights good-day. 
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gle, jin - gle, jin } O - ver hill and dell, You 
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can - not have my bon - ny lad, Be-cause I love him well. 


HIDE AND SEEK. 


Henrrerra R. Evior. After Haypn, by F. F. BULLARD. 
Andante con moto. 
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lone; Who’ll 


my Ba - by? You’veleft me 
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Where are you, 
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one Who will bring to stay. Why here in my arms my dear 
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Ba - by lies! We oft-en look far for what's un - der our eyes. 
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CUCKOO. 
HENRIETTA R. ELIOT. FreEbD. FirLp BULLARD, 
Molto moderato, p dolce. Op. 30, No. 2. 
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Cuck - 00, euck - 00. The Cuck-oo calls you, dear, Cuck - 
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will hear; Cuck-oo, cuck - 
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00. The cuck-oo is a -lone. Cuck-oo, cuck-oo, He 
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mf poco accel. 
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wants my lit - tle one. Ah, now you've found him, dear. You will both be 
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hap - py here, Cuck-oo, cuck - 00, CUGkK= 00: sence ease 
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HIDING GAME. 
Kater L. Brown. CaRL REINECKE. 
Andantino. p 


1. Here stand we all u- nit-ed For  hap-py song and play; 
2. Our cir- cle now is brok-en, Look upand you may say, 
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No break is in our cir - cle, We sing with voic-es gay; 
What lit - tle childhasleft us, a hid- den safe a - way; 
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Here stand we all u-nit - ed For hap-py song and ane 


If... you will tell us right-ly, We'll clap you in our play. 
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GUESSING THE SINGER. 
Kate L. Brown. (Swabian Popular Song.) CantL REINECKE, 


Andante. Se 
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a 
Blindfolded child sings: 


1. The song I am sing - ing, ‘My friend must re - peat; 


All the children sing: 
2. Hush! chil- dren, and lis + ten, ‘Till out rings the song, 
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TN tell who b® is By 238 voice clear 
ane A Y her Yelce clear and sweet. 
‘In guess-ing the sing-er, aa will.... not be long, 
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di, du -a- da and fal- le, fal- le + ri, fal - le - ra. 


. THE CHURCH. 
Laura FE. RICHARDS. ELEANOR SMITH. 
Tranquillo 
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1. Hark! the church-bell’s pleas-ant sound; Let us go, my child, 
2. Let your heart be pure and clean, Whentochurchyou go; 

3. God who sends the mer - ry breeze, Blow-ing here and there, . 
4 
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. In the church so calm, so _ still, When your child-ish heart 


. Once he sent to dwell on earth, Je - sus, bless-ed child, 
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There where ev - 'ry Sun-day morn Rings the sum-mons mild. 
For all sweet and love-ly things Thereyou’lllearn to know. 
Sends the might-y stormsthat rage Thro’ the up- per. air. 

With a  sol-emn joy doth fill, That, too, is his part. 
From the hour that gave him birth, Pure and un - de - filed. 
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Thro’ the loft- y windows there, Rain-bow light is streaming fair, 
Learn of Godwho gives us all, Birds that sing and streams that fall, 
Yet so lov-ing kind is he, Ev - ’ry small-est leaf you see 
He wholov-ing pa-rents gave, Sis - ter sweetand broth-er brave, 
Try, like him, my lit - tle child, To be gen-tle, kind and mild! 
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From the doors wide open thrown Pealsthe or-gan’s sol - emn tone. 
Sun and moon in glorious light, Treesand fiow’rsin beau-ty bright. 
Knows his care and does hii wdl,, Owns his wisdom work -ing still. 
Gives the pow’r to love and biess, Bringing joy and hap - pi - ness. 
For ’tis thus your will yo’ show To the God who loves you _ so. 
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Come, says the sil-ver bell, Come where the voic-es 


a WANDERING SONG. 


_ Kate L. Brown, After an Old French Lullaby. 


Allegretto. mf Dolce. 
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1. First to one friend,then an-oth-er, Mer-ri- ly our ball will stray; 
2. First to one friend, then an-oth - er, Lit- tle Ma-ry now willstray, 
3. Round a-bout our pret-ty play-room All the children love to stray; 
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On it goes a-mongthe children, Hap-py com-radein their play; 
She will vis - it with the children, Hap-py com-radein their play; 
Sing-ing wel-come to thesunshine,Gold-en sunshine on its way; 
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Wishing one and then an-oth- er, Wishing all a pleas-ant day, 
Wishing one and then an-oth- er, Wishing all a pleas-ant day, 
Wishing pictures, birds and flow-ers, Eachand all a pleas-ant day, 


Wish-ing all a pleas-ant day. 
Wish-ing all a pleas-ant day. 
Each and all a pleas-ant day. 
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KatEe L. Brown. From ‘Childrens’ Songs.” 
Allegro Commodo. f CARL REINECKE. 
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1. Dear lit - tlefriends a - cross the way, We come to 
2. Dear lit - tlefriends a - cross the way, We’re sor - ry 
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vis - it you to - day, We come to vis - it 
but we must not stay; Please come and vis - it 
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to - day, And give you pleas-ant greet ing; How 
some day, And give us friend - ly greet - - ing; Come 
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your gar-dens, pets and swings, Your toys and all the 
pets and swings, Our toys and all the 
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our gar - dens, 
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oth - er things? We wish that we could see them all, But 
oth - er things; Yes, you shallhave them all you wish, And 
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short must be this meet - ing. 
glad shall be that meet - ing. 
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THE WANDERING SONG. 
Nora A. SMITH. Freep. FIrcp BULLARD 
Allegro non troppo. mf Op. 30, No. 7. 
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1. We love to go a-roam-ing On sun-ny days of Spring, 

2. We love to go a-roam-ing WhenSummerdays have come, 


3. We love to go a-roam-ing On ha - zy Au-tumn days, 
We love a-roam-ing In frost-y Win- ter - time, 
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When first the buds be- gin to peep, Andbirds be- gin to sing: 
And hear the whis-per of the grass, The in-sects’ sleep-y hum: 
When beeches wave their yel - low flags Andscar-let ma-ples blaze; 
When all the i - cy streamsare still, And mer-ry sleigh-bells chime: 
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The lamb-kins frol- ic in the field, The ba - by leaves un-fold, 
Tne ros - es bloomon ev - ’ry side, Thewheatis grow-ing high, 
The squirrel’s stor-ing up his nuts, Thecorn is gath -er’d in, 

The skat-ers skim a-cross the pond, The north-wind whistles free, 
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And dan- de-’. - ons fromthegrass Shineout likestars of gold. 
And lil - ies blos-som white and gold Where qui-et wa - ters lie..... 
And ro sy ap -ples,smooth and ripe, Fill up the farm-er's bin. 
And in the si - lent for - est waits The dar-ling Christmas Tree. 
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a-roam-ing, a-roam- ing, - roam - ing, We 
a-roam-ing, a-Troam-ing, a- roam - ing, We 
a-roam-ing, -roam-ing, a - roam - ing, We 
a-roam-ing, a-Yroam- ing, a -Troam - ing, We 
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love to go a-roam- ing On sun- ny days of Spring. 
love to go a-roam- ing WhenSum-mer days have come. 
love to go a-roam-ing On he- zy Au-tumn days. 
love to go a-roam- ing In frost -y Win-ter time. 


RIPPLING, PURLING LITTLE RIVER. 
W. W. GILCHRIST. 
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From “ Children's Songs, and Hew to Sing them.' With permission of W. L. Tomlins. 
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flow - ing, 


hast - ’ning on! See the spark -ling, 
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sil - ver rip- ples, As they van- ish, one by one; 
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Down the hill - side, thro’ the val - ley, Slid - ing 
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turn-ing mill-wheels, Giv- ing joy wher-e’er you go. 
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Down the hill-side, thro’ the val -ley, Slid-ing soft - ly, 
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Wa-t’ring flow - ers, turn-ing mill-wheels, 


Giv -ing joy wher-e’er you go. 
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All about, all about Baby’s feet are flying . ° : . 162 
All gone! The supper’s gone! 5 f 4 : 6 . 169 
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Come, children, with me to the gardenaway! . . . 248 
Come, lovely light, and shine on us : 5 6 . 231 
Come, my Baby, you shall make . 0 c 5 j . 186 
Cover the eyes all close and tight . : 3 . » 172 
Creeping, slowly creeping és 5 . ‘ . 181 
Cuckoo, cuckoo : : : : c ° - 258 
Dear little friends across the way . 5 ; ° . 265 
Down goes Baby, Mother’s pet 5 : Fi - 163 
First to one friend, then another . ; 5 ; . 268 
Five little children. c A : ‘ 5 . 217 
Five little maidens allinarow . 4 5 ¢ A . 214 
Fly, little bird, in the golden sun . ; : - 183 


From the willow branches slender. 3 5 5 c . 198 
Galloping fast and galloping free . A 6 : . 200 
Hark! the church-bell’s pleasant sound : c : . 261 
Here come riding the knights so gay . A 6 C . 252 
Here stand we all united : . 5 : 6 . 259 
Here’s a pretty cradle nest . : : 4 : . 192 
- Here’s Grandpapa and Grandmamma . ‘i : 
Hey, the Rabbit! Ho, the Rabbit! ; : 3 
How beautiful! how joyous . ; : 5 . 
I hear the bugle sounding . F ; 3 
I lived first in a little house . Z : : 5 
In a hedge just where ’tis best . 

In little Annie’s garden. L A c ; 
In the heart of aseed : - : : 4 2 . 247 
I saw you toss the kites on high , f F < 
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Jingle, jingle, jingle F 4 ‘ 3 : 4 » 204 
“Tiady Moon, Lady Moon, sailing so high”. : : . 218 
Little star that shines so bright A A : n . 223 
March together and never stop 2 - c . 248 
Merry and swift in the crystal stream . A . 179 
Merry little fishes . Sup ech Mae os mee | uence deat) 
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Now go to sleep, my Thumbkin, so clumsy and strong 
Now see them here, these friends so dear . 4 
Now the stars begin to peep . : : 
O birdie, gleaming on the wall 5 
Oh, call the pigeons, baby dear. : 
Oh, see the gate! It opens wide 4 
Oh, why does the Charcoal Burner stay 
O look at the moon : c 4 
One piece this way and one piece that . 
O pretty bird, O shining bird 

O see my pigeon-house, so high! . : 
Over blue eyes, gray or brown ° 
Peek-a-boo, peek-a-boo light . : 5 
Peter, Peter, quickly go. : . : 
Plane, plane, plane. . 0 9 , 
Pretty garden-gate, we prayyou . . 
Rippling, purling little river . es 
Rippling, sparkling inthe sun . A 
See the trees all in a row 2 c ' 
Shall we show you how the Farme : 
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Smell the flow’r, my child, and see 
Swing! swong! this is the way 
The brook is flowing merrily. : 
The busy mill, the busy mill . : 
The song Lam singing . : 
The stars are tiny daisies high. 
The Thumb is one . : : : 
The weather vane is perch’d on high 
The windmill’s fans around they go 
This is little Tommy Thumb. ; 
This is the loving Mother . : 
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We love to go a-roaming : . ° 
What does little birdie say . ~ ° 
When little Birdie bye-bye goes. ‘ 
Where are you, my Baby? . : é 
Where the wild rose spreads its bowers. 


This is the loving Mother : 4 6 . 
This way, that way, turns the weather vane. ‘ 
Thumbs and fingers say, “ Good morning” . : 
Tick-tack ! tick-tack! . 5 : . . , 
Tiny fingersinarow . Ais pa Sc . 
Twinkle, twinkle, little star . c 4 5 . 
Under the glowing sun . : § & a8 . 
Up and down and in and out b ‘ . 
Weave the little basket, fill it up with posies ° 


THE END. 
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